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THE COXCOMB. 

, ' r> ( 


According to the manuscript notes of Oldys, in his copy qt 
Langbaine, preserved iu the British Museum, this comedy was 
acted by Philip Rosseter, and the Children of the Queen’s Revels, 
in 1613 , for which they receive 10/. This, together with the 
testimony of the prologue, sufficiently proves that it was the pitK 
duction of Beaumont and Fletcher c^ointly. From the pro**^ 
logue, It appears to have been received un^vourably at ^e first 
representation* Towards the end of the seventeenth centuiy, it was 
revived at the Theatre Royal, and a prologue spoken on toe occa¬ 
sion by Joe Haines* The Bic^aphid DramaUca states that the ' 
“ play has at times been revived with successbut latterly it 
appears to have been altogether neglected. A^^ell as the subae* 
qucnt plays in this volume, it was first printed in the folio of i64Z *' 
There is a great fund both of excellent wit and humour, aHb ol 
the higher species of poetry in this comedy, combined, as may be 
expected, with considerable fiinlts in the execution^ The charac¬ 
ter who gives name to the play is a fool, mean, perhaps, beyond 
the bounds of probability; and the ludicrous light in whMi he^ is 
presented to us can hardly compensate for the consequences t>f ^ 
his weakness. In fact, we must look for veiy Kttl aMp rality in 
this portion of the plot} which seems tu h4ve been dmjjm 
tcrtainment merely. On the other hand, the under^^P^ (if it can 
be called ^ 0 , for it is of neaHy ilieeame Importance as the former) 
affords a fine lesson i^lkinst tfie iodilcretions of youth, and pro- 
du(*es scenes of high interest and ^ exquisite beauty; particu^v, 
the fourth of the second act, ffietliird of the third, ana thq SpONKq 
of the last* The distraction oflUc^dc, and the mnocilMS^ qf* 

' Viola, are painted with all the deliCai^ of dolourini 
ders Pliilaster so ddSghtful a drama* On the hypothesesh^pliad 
in the Introduction, J sho«li Mpcliijed to attrilnit# 


(. *.4 ,-f 

to Fletcber; and those which exhibit humour and wit, to his co¬ 
adjutor and friend, Beaumont. VM characters of the old coun¬ 
try lady, Mercur/s mother; af fflexander, her busy pragmatical 
servant j and, above all, of the stately dnd shallow Justice, are ad- 
lairable^specimens of Beaumont’s talents in this walk of comedy. 
The latter, though he may be called a copy of Shakspeare’s Jus¬ 
tice Shallow, is irresistibly ludicrous. The drunken squabble, act 
J. scenes V. and VI., in powerful, broad, and characteristic humour, 
> exceeds any thing we remember of a similar description, in any 
author, ancient or modern. On the whole, this comedy is 
lated to afford great amusement; and, if judiciously moditied, 
would be highly worthy of a revival. 



PROLOGUE, 


AT A REVIVAL* 


This comedy, long forgot, by some tkonght dead, 
By us preserved, once more doth raise her head, 
And to your noble censures does present 
Her outward form, and inward ornament. 

Nor let this smell of arrogance, since ’tis known. 
The makers, that confess'd it for their own, 

Were this way skilful, and without the ci^me 
Of flatteries, 1 may say did please the time. 

The work itself too, when it first came forth. 

In the opinion of men of worth, 

Was well received and favour'd, though some tudh 
And harsh among the ignorant multitude, 

(That relish gross food better than a dish 
That's cook’d with care, and served in to the wish 
Of curious palates) wanting wit and strength 
Truly to judge, condemn'd it for the length 


* ■ condemned it for the length ; 

That fault*8 rform*d,] In the Stationers* prefijce to the edi^c^^df 
1647, we have these words; When these comeaki and tr<K€dies 

f iresented on the stage, the actors omitted some scenes ^ipd 
with the authors consent) as occasion led ’em; and when private 
friends desired a copy, they then (and justly too) transcribed what they 
acted. But now you have both all that was acted^ and ^ that woe not; * 
even the perfect full originals, without the lent mulBation: So 
were the authors living, (and sure they can never die) they themsdvn 
would challenge neither more nor less than what is here'publfchedrf^ 
But wliat a glaring contradiction to this whole rass^ are tire words of' 
the prologue, atra at the headedthis note I Was it not condoned for^ 
its length by the ignomnt multitude ? And, upon reviving of it, iglt not 
as plain as words can make it, that it was mutilated then ? What 
sense can we put upon this passage. That Jaulth r^orm*d 
curtailer, or curtailers were, is not possible now to be knoW&| Icotdd^ 
have wished that he, or they, who nndertook the charge of r^ofmipg 
length of this piece, bad mud sufficient wtt and strength to hav? 
through that boamess neatly. But it seems as if his or their 
was as little in the sfaortning as the rabble’s was in condemnii]^ ijtjbt it» 
length. Had we but the original manuscript, I do not dOnbf tmt ww 
should see a strange difibrence betwixt that and the pluy as it nbw 8t8Adi|. ^ 
The first note on this perfonnaBce a specimen, to 1^ the mdvt ffiw 


Thi^t fault's* reform'd; and now 'tis to be tried 
before such judges, 'twill not be jleni^ 

A free and noble hearing; nor i 
But 'twill deserve to have free liberty, 

And give you cause (and with content) to say, 

Their care was good that did retivlB this play. 

what strange work has been made by the reviver, or revivers, of this 
piece, and how little he or they thought on (supposing they knew it) that 
rule of Horace*- 


— - ** Versate diu, qutdferre recusentf 

Quid valeant humeri,- . — Sampson* 

The Stationers' prefece is no glaring contradiction the pVoIogue," 
but rather confirms the assertion^ that the ** actors (W'ith the authors' 
consent) omitted scenes and passa|ges, as occasion led them, and after* 
wards transcribed what they acted: But the booksellers gave all that 
was actedf and all that was not** Who the curtailers were, therefore, 
is easily known; certainly THS ACTOBS, with the authors’ consent. 
—Ed. 1778. 

Neither Sympson nor thfc e^ts of 1778 are right. The actors did 
not curtail, or, to usie the technical term, cut down, the comedy,vnth the 
authors' consent, the revival, for which the above prologue was compo¬ 
sed, having evidently taken place after the demise of the authors. Symp- 
fion's accusation against the booksellers, impeaching the voi^ity of their 
professions in the preface, is by no means made out. The prologue was 
addressed to the audience at the revival of the play, when it was cut 
down for i^resentation, not to the of the folio, printed in 1647 ; 
imd there is no to doubt that the passa^ n^ee^ m the action 
were restored when tt^was printed, jft ibust be dMerve^^ however, thift 
metre u unusually irregular in this play, and^the nuihber of hemis- 
md ffiTgiteter than in the genendity a ot^r poe^ drafoas. The mo- 
den editors have too often, m arranging the verses, csounlted them upon 
(heir ftiu^; but thejear is a much be^ Judge of old dramatic versifi^^ 
cajdpn, ^ which relTO 1 haye preferred regulating the lines vyithout at- 
to ^ number of their componi^t syllables, where it liils impos¬ 
sible to bring oht je^ularity. In Sympson^ edition it is impossible to 
refd those scenes wl^are printed as prole hi the old foiled with any 
sarisfooti^n. The text of the last edrauh is firi Detbir; but the lines, 
4x>ntf^ to thd universal practice of our poeta^ stlU end, in too many in^ 
fltancef, with cf, and, the, and other ins^fi^nt particles. 



DRAMAT^f^^liitSO^iE;, 

Antonio, tht coxcomb gentleman. 

Mercury,/ellow^travmerzpith Antonio.. 

Ricardo, a young gentleman m love with Viola. , 
Uberto,) 

Pedro, >three merry gentlemen, friends to Rkardo. 
Silvio, 3 

Valerio, a country gentleman. 

Curio, kinsman to Antonio, - 
Justice, a shallow one. 

Audrugio, father to Viola. 

Alexander, servant to Mercury's mother. 

Mark, the Justice's clerk, 

Rowland, servant to Andrugio. 

Tinker. 

Constable. 

Watch. 

Drawer. 

Musicians. 

Maria, wife to Antonio. 

Viola, daughter to Andrugio. 

A Country-woman, Toother to Mercury. 

Madge ^ ^^'"tnaids. ' 

Dorothy, the Tinkers trull. 

SCENE^l/mdon, and the Country.' 

The i^Hincijpol Jctors nwre— > 

Nathan Field, Joseph Taylor. 

Giles Gary, £iiiaiiuell‘Bead. 

Rich. AIM, Hugh Atavell, . 

Robert Ben^ld, IViil. Barcksted. 

Fol. 1679. 

* EngUmd, France.] As the scene never changes from £i^||)l!siid 
through the whole play, and, as I remember, the word jPranoe docs 
not occur above onceln this pie^ 1 have znade no scropis to ex* 
pel and explode what never poiiibly could have Sjtbqyl ip the mi* 
thors* manuscript.<«r^JW9UOi**, 

1 




THE COXCO 



ACT 1. SCENE I. 

London. Before the House of Antonio* 


Enter Ricardo and Viola. 

Ric, Let us make use of this stoleh privacy. 
And not lose time in protestation, mistress! 

For ’twere in me a kind of breach of faith, 

To say again I love you. 

Viola. Sweet, speak softly; 

For though the venture of your love to me 
Meets with a willing and a full return. 

Should it arrive unto my father’s knowledge, ' 
This were our last discourse. 

Ric. How shall he know it ? 

' The title of this play should not be understood in the sense 
the word coxcomb now bears, but simply in that of fool; the ternir 
being derived from the cock’s comb, which generally surmounted 
the caps of domestic fools, and which wos one of their principal 
insignia. 


10 THE COXCOMB. [Act 1. 

Viola* His watching cares are such, for my ad¬ 
vancement, 

That every where his eye is fix’d upon me : 

This night, that does afford us some small freedom, 
At the request and much entreaty of 
The mistress of the house, was hardly given me : 
Tor I am never suffer'd to stir out, 

But he hath spies upon me : Yet, I know not. 
You have so won upon me, that could 1 think 
You would love faithfully, (though to entertain 
Another thought of you would be my death) 

1 should adventure on hivS utmost anger. 

R ic. VV^hy, do you think 1 can be false? 

Viola. No, faith ! 

You have an honest face ; but, if you should- 

Ric. Let all the stored vengeance of Heaven’s 
justice- 

Viola. No more ! I do believe you. The dance 
ended, 

Which this free woman’s guests have vow’d to have 
Ere they depart, I will make home, and store me 
With all the jewels, chains, and gold are trusted 
Unto my custody ; and at the next corner 
To my father’s house, before one, at the furthest, 
Be ready to receive me ! 

Ric* I desire 

No bond beyond your promise. Let’s go in! 

To talk thus much before the door may breed 
Suspicion. 

* 4 

Enter Mercury and Antonio. 

Viola, Here are company too. 

Ric, Away ! 

Those powers that prosper true and honest loves 
Will bless our undertakings. 

Viola, ’Tis my wish, sir. 

[Exeunt Ricardo and Viola, 
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Scene L] THE COXCOMB. 

Merc, Nay, sir, excuse me! I have drawn you to 
Too much expense already in my travel, 

And you have been too forward in your love, 
To make my wants your own ; allow me manners ! 
Which you must grant I want, should 1 increase 
The bond in which your courtesies have tied me. 
By still consuming of you : Give me leave 
To take mine own ways now, and I shall often, 
With willingness, come to visit you, and then 
thank you. 

Ant. By this hand, I could be angry » What do 
you think me ? 

Must we, that have so long time been as one. 
Seen cities, countries, kingdoms, and their won¬ 
ders. 

Been bcd‘fellows, and in our various journey 
Mix’d all our observations, part (as if 
We were two carriers at two several ways, 

And as the fore-horse guides, cry God be with 
you) 

Without or compliment, or ceremony ? 

In travellers that know Transalpine garbs, 
Though our designs are ne’er so serious, friend. 

It were a capital crime \ it must not be; 

Nay, what is more, you shall not. You, ere long. 
Shall see my house, and find what 1 call mine 
Is wholly at your service. 

Mtrc. Tis this tires me !— 

Sii. 1 were easily woo’d, if nothing else 
But my will lay i’ the choice; but ’tis nbt so; ‘ 
My friends and kindred, that have part of me, 
And such on whom my chiefest hopes depend, 
Justly expect the tender of my love 
After my travel; then mine own honesty 
Tells me ’tis poor, having indifferent means 
To keep me in my quality and rank, 



THE COXCOMB. 


[Act L 


n 

At my return, to tire another’s bounty. 

And let mine own grow lusty: Pardon me ! 

Ant. 1 will not, cannot; to conclude, I dare 
not : 

Can any thing conferred upon my friend 
Be burthensome to me ? For this excuse, 

Had I no reason else, you should not leave me; 
By a traveller’s faith, you should not! I have said ! 
And then, you know my humour, there’s no con¬ 
tending. 

Merc. Is there no way to ’scape this inunda¬ 
tion ? [Jpa7't. 

I shall be drown’d with folly, if I go ; 

And, after nine days, men may take me up 
With my gall broken. 

Ant. Are you yet resolved ? 

Merc, ’Would you would spare me ! 

Ant. By this light, I cannot. 

By all that may be sworn by I 

3Ierc. Patience help me, [Apart 

And Heaven grant his folly be not catching! 

If it be, the town’s undone : I now would give 
A reasonable sum of gold to any sheriff 
That would but lay an execution on me, 

And free me from his company. While he was 
abroad. 

His want of wit and language kept him dumb; 
But Balaam’s ass will speak now, without spur¬ 
ring. 

Ant. Speak, have I won you ? 

Merc. You’re not to be resisted. 

Enter Servant and Musicians. 

Serv. Be ready, I entreat you ! The dance done, 
Besides a liberal reward, 1 have 



Scene II.] THE COXCOMB. 
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A bottle of sherry in my power shall beget 
New crotchets in your heads. 

Musician. Tush, fear not us t 
We'll <lo our parts. 

Ser'o. Go in. 

Ant. I know this fellow.— * 

Belong you to the house ? 

ScTv. I serve the mistress. 

Ant. Pretty and short! Pray you, sir, then in¬ 
form her 

Two gentlemen are covetous to be honour’d 
With her fair presence. 

Scrii. She shall know so much. 

This is a merry night with us, and forbids not 
Welcome to any that looks like a man : 

I’ll guide you the way. 

Ant. Nay, follow! I have a trick in’t. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


An Apartment in the same. 


Enter Ueerto, Silvio, Ricardo, Maria, Pedro, 
Portia, Viola, with others; Musicians. 

Vberlo. Come, where is this masque r* Fairest, 
for our chear, 

* Quod dedit prindpium adveniens ? may as well be applied to 
the curtailer of this comedy as the booby captain of whom it was 
first spoke. That a masque was in the original, is plain from the 
question, Wher^B this masque ? but it had been better never to 
have told us that, except it had been exhibited. Again, if they 
were to have musicy some delightful straiiiy who was to play ? Ma- 
rid it seems, for she says, she woitt plead the etecuse of want (f 



J4 THE COXCOMB. [Act 1. 

Our Uianks and service; may you long survive 
To joy ill many of these nights ! 

Maria. I thank you ! 

Uberto. We must have music too ; or else you 
give us 

But half a welcome. 

Maria. Pray you, sir, excuse me ! 

Silvio. By no means, lady. 

Uherto. We’ll crown your liberal feast 
With some delightful strain, fitting your love 
And this good company. 

J\larui. Since you enforce it, 

sA/V/, but *tis too plain she docs no such thing, Fuithcr, we have, 
a litlie lower, a dance, but 'tis a dance without music, and yol ’tis 
quite clear the pcrturnicis were actuallv in the house.— SifnipsoTi, 

We do not believe any thing iirittcn by the authors is omitted : 
The masque was, we appichend, only an antic dance. It is not 
clear ti at Maria more than prepares to play, when she is inter* 
rupted by the Servant announcing Mercury and Aiilonio. The 
dance must have been without music, or the dialoL'ue between the 
Servant, Mercury, and Antonio, which passes during the dance, 
could not be heard.—Ed. 177S" 

Sampson IS equally unturinnatc in his censure of this passage 
fas in his lemarlys on the prologue.] A masque means not only a 
species of dramatic performance, but a festive entertainment,—a 
ball, at whicl; it was usiSal for the company to wear masks. This 
was the masejue here intended, and accordingly we find that the 
ball lakes place; and we cannot suppose that it was witLout mu¬ 
sic, as in this very scene a servant enters with musicians. But be¬ 
fore the ball bezan, Uberto wishes that Maiia would enleitain 
them with some delightful strain, which she is about to do when 
the*^crvant announces the two gentlemen. The tditors conclude 
that tlie dance must have been without music; for that otherwise 
the dialogue between the Servant, Antonio, and Meicur}, could 
not he heaul ; but wc know that music docs not prevent couvci- 
satiori hetween persons not engaged in the <lance.— Mason. 

The rcadet has been left to the const tiei at ion of the lemarks of 
all the commentators. Those of Mason aie in gcncial veiy judi¬ 
cious, and must convince the reader of the fulilit} of bjmp-.on's 
attack on the editors of the lolio. With regard to Maiia’s song, 1 
should l>e inclined to suppose, kfwvever, that it was actually sung 
befoie the entrance of the servant, and, according to the usual prac- 
t oo of the first folio, omitted in that copy. 
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Scene II.] THE COXCOMB. 

I will not plead the excuse of want of skill, 

()r be or nice or curious : Every year 
1 celebrate my marriage-night, and will 
Till I see my absent husband. 

Uberto. ’Tis fit freedom. 

Silvio* llicardo, thou art dull. 

Enter ServanL 

Ric. I shall be lighter 
When I have had a heat. 

Maria* Now, sir, the news? 

Sero, Mistress, 

There are two gentlemen- 

Maria. Where? 

Serv* Complimenting 
Who should first enter. 

Maria. What are they ? 

Se^'v. Heaven knows! 

But for their strangeness—have you never seen 
A cat wash her face ? 

Uberlo. Yes. 

Serv. Just such a stir they keep:' 

Tf}ou make but haste, you may see 'em yet 
Before they enter. dance. 

Maria. Let ’em be what they will, 

Wc’ll give them fair entertain, and gentle wel¬ 
come. 

Enter Antonio and Mercury, at the door. 

Ant. It shall be so. 

Merc. Then let it be your pleasure. 

Ant. Let’s stand aside, and you shall see us have 
Fine sport anon. 

Merc. A fair society; 

Do you know these gentlewomen ? 
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THE COXCOMB. 


[Act I. 


^nt. Yes. 

Merc. What are they ? 

Ant. The second is a neighbour's daughter; 
her name’s Viola. 

There is my kinsman's wife; Portia her name, 
And a friend too. 

Merc. Let her. 

Whafs she that leads the dance ? 

1 Serv. A gentlewoman. 

Merc. I see that. 

1 Serv. Indeed ? 

Merc. What? 

1 Serv. A gentlewoman. 

Merc. Udsfoot! Good sir, what’s she that leads 
the dance ? 

S Serv. My mistress. 

Merc. What else ? 

S Serv. My mistress, sir. 

Merc. Your mistress ? A pox on you, 

What a fry of fools are here ! I see ’tis treason 
To understand in this house ; If Nature were not 
Better to them than they can be to themselves. 
They would ^cant hit their mouths. My mistress ? 
Is there any one with so much wit in’s head. 

That can tell me at the first sight what gentlewo¬ 
man 

That is that leads the daiice ? 

Ant. 'Tis my wife. ^ 

Merc. Hum! 

Ant. How dost thou like her ? 

Merc. Well; 

A pretty gentlewoman! 

Ant. Pr’ythee be quiet. 

Merc. I would I could 1 
Let never any hereafter that’s a man, 

That has affections in him and free passions. 
Receive the least tie from such a fool as this is, 

8 
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Scene II.] THE COXCOMB. 

That holds so sweet a wife ! 

Tis lamentable to consider truly 
What right he robs himself of, and what wrong 
lie doth the youth of such a gentlewoman, 

That knows her beauty is no longer hers 
Than men will please to make it so, and use it, 
Neither of which lies freely in a husband. 

Oh, what have I done, wnat have 1 done ? Cox¬ 
comb ! 

If I had never seen, or never tasted. 

The goodness of this kix,^ I had been a made man ; 
But now to make him cuckold^ is a sin 
Against all forgiveness, worse than any murder: 

1 have a wolf by th’ ears, and am bitten both 
ways ! 

yhit. IIow now, friend ? what arc you think¬ 
ing of? 

Met'c. Nothing concerning you: I must be gone. 
j'lnt. Pardon me, I will have no going, sir. 
Merc. Then, good sir, give me leave to go to 
bed : 

I asp very weary and ill-temper’d. 

Ant. You shall presently ; the dance is done.— 

J Sei'v. Mistress, these are the gentlemen. 
Maria. My husband ? Welcome home, dear sir 1 
Mere. She’s fair still; 

(^h, that I were a knave, or durst be one. 


goodnesi of thU kix.] Cotgravc cn plains conon de suh. a 
hex or cldcrbticke ; also a pot-gunne, made thereof.” * The word is 
used more than once by old writers, tor a shallow dried-up fellow. 
For instance, ni The Miseries of Infbrccd Marriage, by Wilkins^ 

“ Ilford. Dost thou know me, Butler ? 

Butter. For kext dried hex, that in summer has been so liberal 
to fodder other men’s cattle, and scarce have enough to keep your 
own in winter.” 

* A cuckold.'] Silently corrected in 1750. 

VOL. IX. 15 
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[Act I. 


For tliy sake, Coxcomb ! He that invented ho¬ 
nesty 
Undid me. 

Ant. I thought you had not known me 
You are meiry ; ’tis well thought. And how is’t 
witli 

These worthy gentlemen ? 

Uberto and 6'iivio. Wc are glad to see 
You here again. 

Aht. Oh, gentlemen, what ha' you lost? 

But get you into travels; there you may learn— 
I cannot say what hidden virtues. 

Mere. Hidden fiom you, I am sure. [Aside, 
My blood boils like a furnace ! She’s a fair one. 
Ant, Pray entertain this gentlemen with all the 
courtesy 

Fitting my most especial friend. 

Maria. What this poor house may yield, to 
make you welcome, 

Dear sir, command, without more compliment, 
Merc, I thank you!—She is wise, and speaks 
well too; [Asi^le, 

Oh, what a blessing is gone by me, never 
To be recover’d ! Well, 'twas an old shame 
The devil laid up for me, and now he has hit me 
home. 

If there be any ways to be dishonest. 

And save myself yet—No, it must not be ! 

Why should I be a fool too ?—Yet those eyes 
Would tempt another Adam ! How they call to me. 
And tell me—*Sfoot, they shall not tell me any 
thing I 

Sir, will you walk in ? 

Ant. How is't, signior? 

Merc. Crazy a little. 

Marta. What ail you, sii ? What’s in my power, 
pray 
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Scene II.] TIJE COXCOMB. 

Make use of, sir. 

Merc, ’Tis that must do me good! [Aside* 
She does not mock me, sure!—An’t please you, 
nothing; 

My disease is only weariness. 

Uherto. Come, gentlemen ! 

We will not keep you from 3 ^our beds too long. 

Ric, I ha’ some business, and ’tis late, and you 
Far from your lodging. 

Silvio. Well. 

[E.teunl all but Antonio, Mauia, and Mercury, 
Ant. Come, my dear Mercury ! 

I’ll bring you to your chamber; and then I am 
For you, Maria: Thou art a new wife to me now, 
And thou shalt find it ere I sleep. 

Merc. And I [Aside* 

An old ass to myself* mine own rod whips me!— 
Good sii, no more of this ; ’tis tedious! 

You aic the best guide in your own house ; go, sir. 

[Eaeutit Antonio and Maria. 
This fool and his fair wife have made me frantic; 
From two such physics for the soul, deliver me! 

[Exit. 


SCENE III. 


A Street. 


Enter Ricardo, Uberto, Pedro, and^ihyia. 

Uberto. Well, you must have this wench, then? 
Ric. 1 hope so ; 
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THE COXCOMB. 


[Act I- 


I am much o’ the bow-hand else.* 

Pedro. ’Would I were bang’d, 

’Tis a good loving little fool, that dares venture 
Herself upon a coast she never knew yet! 

But these women ! when they are once thirteen, 
God speed the plough ! 

Silvio. ’Faith, they will venture further for theii 
lading 

Than a merchant, 

And through as many storms, but they 11 be 
fraughted; 

They are made like carracks,* only strength and 
stowage. 

Ric. Come, come, you talk, you talk! 

Silvio. We do so. But, 

Tell me, Ricardo, wo't thou marry her? 

Ric. Marry her } why, what should I do with 
her ? 

Pedro. Pox, I thought we should have had all 
shares in her. 

Like lawful prize. 

Ric. No, by my faith, sir; you shall pardon me. 
I launch’d her at my own charge, without partnei s. 
And so ni keep her. 

Uberto. What’s the hour ? 

Ric. Twelve. 

Uberto. What shall we do the while? ’Tis yet 
scarce eleven. 

Silvio. There is no standing here; is not this 
the place ? 

Ric. Yes. 


I am much o' ih* bow-liaml.] Tlmt is, on the left hand, jn 
’which the bow was hold. Thii> ronftimsa note on a passage 
where the same cxpicssion is used, vol. VII. p. 25. 

« Canacks.'] These were slow'-sailinc; liejivy ships, in which the 
» ullion was brought from America to Spain. See vol. V. p. sGf. 
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Fcdro. And to go back 
Unto her father’s house may breed suspicion : 
Let’s slip into a tavei'n for an hour; 

’Tis very cold. 

Uher to. Content ; there’s one hard by. 

A quart of burnt sack’ will recover us : 

I am as cold as Christmas. This stealing flesh 
I’ th’ frosty weather may be sweet i’ th' eating, 
But sure the woodmen have no great catch on’t, 
Shall’s go ? 

Rlc. Thou art the strangest lover of a tavern 1 
What shall we do there now ? Lose the hour and 
ourselves too.? 

Uberto. Lose a pudding! 

What dost thou talk o’ th* hour ? will one quart 
muzzle us ? 

Have we not ears to hear, and tongues to ask 
The drawers, but we must stand here like bawds 
To watch the minutes ? 

Silvio. Pr’ythee content thyself! 

We shall scout here, as though we went a-haying. 
And have some mangy ’prentice, that cannot sleep 
Tor scratching, overhear us. Come, will you go, 
sirs ? 

When your love-fury is a little frozen, 

You’ll come to us. 

Ric. Will you drink but one quart then." 

Pedro. No more, i’faith. 

Silvio. Content! 


’ Burnt «at/i.] We should now say mulled sack. It seems to 
have been a favourite beverage among the topers of those days. 
Ben Jonson, having sent to Doctor Corbet, who was sitting in an¬ 
other room in the same tavern, a quart of raw wine, with the ex¬ 
pression—** I sacrifice my service to him,” the doctor returned the 
following answer—** Friend, I thank him for his love; but, pi y- 
thee, tell him from me, that he is mistaken, fur sacrihees uie al 
ways but nC ilchrist*s Life of Corbet. 
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THE COXCOMB. 


[Act I. 


Btc. Why then, have with you I 
But let’s be very watchful. 

Uberio. As watchful as the bellman. Come; 
I’ll lead, 

Because I hate good manners; they are too te¬ 
dious. [E^veunt. 


SCENE IV. 


A not Jar Street, 


Enter Viol a from a house, xvith a key and a little 

ca6ket. 

Viola. The night is terrible, and I enclosed 
With that my virtue and myself hate most, 
Daikness; yet must I fear, that which I wish. 
Some company; and every step I take 
Sounds louder in my fearful ears to-iiight, 

Than ever did the shrill and sacred bell 

That rang me to my prayers. The house will rise 

When 1 unlock the door! Were it by day, 

I am bold.enough, but then a thousand eyes 
Warn me from going. Might not God have made 
A time for envious prying folk to sleep, 

Whilst lovers met, and yet the sun have shone" 
Yet I was bold enough to steal this key 
Out of my father’s chamber; and dare yet 
Venture upon mine enemy, the night. 

Arm’d only with my love, to meet my fiiend 
Alas, how valiant, and how frayed at once 
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Love makes a virgin I I will throw this key 
Back through a window; I have wealth enough 
In jewels with me, if 1 hold his love 
I steal ’em for. Farewell, my place of birth! 

I never make account to look on thee again ; 
And if there be, as I have heard men say, 

These household gods, I do beseech them look 
To this my charge; bless it from thieves and fire, 
And keep, till happily my love 1 win, 

Me from thy door, and hold my father in! 


SCENE V. 


yi Room in a Tavern, 


Enter Ricardo, Pedro, Uberto, Silvio, and 
Drawer with a candle, 

Ric, No more, for God sake! How is the night, 
boy? 

Djawer, ’Faith, sir,’tis very late. 

Vberto. ’Faith, sir, you lie ! is this your Jack i’ 
tli’ clock-house ?* 

* Is this your Jack i* th' clock-house ? 
fVtll you strike, >-ir ?] lu Shakspearc’s King Richard III. the • 
King says to Buckingham,—- 

-“ like a Jackf thou keep’st the stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.” 

On wliuh pa^-sage are the following notes: 

An iiTuge, like those at bt Dunstan's chuich in Fleet-street, 
and at the maiket-houses in several towns in this kingdom, was 
usually called a Jack of the clock-^foust. See Cowley's Discourse 
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[Act I. 


Will you strike, sir? Gi’e’s some more sack, you 
varlet. 

Ric, Nay, if you love me, good Uberto, go ! 

I am monstrous hot with wine. 

Uhcrto. Quench it again with love! 

Gentlemen, I will drink one health more, and then, 

If iny legs say me not shamefully nay, 

I will go with you. Give me a singular quart! 

Draxver, Of what wine, sir ? 

Uberto. Of sack, you that speak confusion at 
the bar! 

Of sack I say ; and every one his quart. 

What a devil, let’s be merry ! 

Draxcer. You shall, sir. \EA'il. 

l^edro. We will, sir; and a dried tongue.® 

Silvio. And an olive, boy, and a whole bunch of 
fiddlers!— 

My head swims plaguily; ’uds precious, I shall 
be claw’d. 


Enter Drawer with four quart's ofxdne. 

Ric. Pray go I I can drink no more ; think on 
your promise; 

*Tis midnight, geptlemen. 

Uberto. Oh, that it were dumb midnight now ’ 
Not a word moie, every man on’s knees, 


on the Goverpinent of Oliver Cromwell. Richard rescmhh's 
Buckingham to one of those automatons, and bids him not suspend 
the stroke on the clock-bell, but stnke, that the hour be 
past, and himself be at liberty to pursue his meditations. 

Haiukins. 

So in the Fleire, a comedy, Their tongues arc, like a 

Jack 0 * Ih' clockf still in labour.”—S/mews.—Ed- 1778. 

® A dried tongue.] Tliis seems to have been a favourite stimuli! 
to dniik, and is incotioned more than once in these pla)s. 
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And betake himself to his saint; Here*s to your 
wench, signior !* 

All this, and then away. 

Ric. I cannot drink it. 

Pedro, Tis a toy, a toy; away wi’t! 

XJherto, Now dare I 
Speak any thing to any body living! 

Come, wnere’s the fault ? Off with it. 

Ric, I have broke 

My wind. Call you this sack? I wonder who 
made it; 

lie was a sure workman, for ’tis plaguy strong 
work. 

Is it gone round ? 

Uberto, Tis at the last. Out of my way, good 
boy ! 

Is the moon up yet ? 

Drau'tr, Yes, sir, 

Uher to. Where is she, boy: 

Draxi'cr, There, sir. 

Uberto, We shall have rain and thunder, boy. 
Dnmtr. When, sir? 

Uberto. I cannot tell; but sure we shall, boy. 
Draicer, The gentleman is wine-wise. 

Uberto, Drawer! 


‘ —— et'ery man on\ kncc^f 

And beta! t hmsclj to his saint; Heres to your wench, sig“ 
mor.'} The extravagance ot topers ih carousing to the health ol 
their inislrcss^s and friends, is often alluded to in old plays. Onc^ 
instance apposite to the text occurs in Dekkar and W ebstcr's 
Westward floe,—“ hly master and Sir Goslin are gu^.ding; they 
aic dabbling together fathom deep. The knight has diauk so 
iiiucli healths to tlic gentlemen yonder, on his knwst that he hath 
almost lost the use of his legs.*^ Again, in JUaiiniun’i Antiquary, 

** Drank to your health, whole nights in Ilippocras, 

Gpon my knee, with more religion 

Tlidii e'er I said my pravci". Heaven forgive me 
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[AcrI. 


Di^awer, Here, sir. 

Uberto, Can you procure ? 

Drawer, What, sir? 

Ubcrto. A whore, or two, or three, as need 
shall serve, boy? 

Sihio. Ay, a good whoie were worth money, 
boy. 

Draxeer, 1 protest, sir, we are altogether un¬ 
provided. 

Ric, The more’s the pity, boy; can you not 
Vise us where, my child ? 

Drawer. Neither, in troth, sir.* 

Pedro, Why, where were you brought up, boy ? 
No inkling* of a whore ^ no aim, my boy ^ 

Uberto. It cannot sink in my head now that 
thou shouldst marry; 

Why shouldst thou marry, tell me ? 

Ric. I marry ? I’ll be bang’d first. 

Some more wine, boy! 

Silvio, Is she not a whore translated ^ 

An she be, let’s repair to her! 

Ric. I cannot tell; she may be an offender ; 
But, Signior Silvio, 1 shall scratch your head; 
Indeed I shall. 

Silvio. Judge me, I do 

But jest with ihee: What an she were inveited, 
With her heels upward like a traitor’s coat, 

What care I ? 

Uberto. Ay, hang her ! shall we fall out for her? 
Ric. I afn a little angiy. But these wenches ! 
Did you not talk of wenches ? 

Silvio. Boy, lend me your candle! 

Drawer, Why, sir ? 


* Drawer. Neither in frothy «>,] This little speech is only in the 
first folio.—Ed. 1778. 

3 Juggling.^ Corrected in lG79* 
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Silvio. To set fiie to your rotten ceiling : 

^^oii’Il keep no whores, rogue, no good members ! 
Drawer. Whores, sir ? 

Sikio. Ay, whores, sir; do you think we come 
to lie 

With your hogsheads ^ 

Ric. I must beat the watch ; 

I have long’d f’oi it any time this three weeks. 
Silvio. We’ll beat the town too, an thou wilt; 
we are proof, boy ! 

.Shall we kill any body ? 

Ric. No; but we’ll hurt ’em dangerously. 
IJhcrto. Silvio, now must I kill one ; I cannot 
avoid it.— 

Boy, easily afore theie with your candle i 
VV^hcre’s your mistress ? 

Draiver. A-bed, sir. 

Silvio. With whom ? 

Drawer. With my master. 

Vherto. You lie, boy ! she’s better brought up 
than to lie 

With her husband ; has he not cast his head yet ? 
Nevt year he will be a velvet-headed cuckold.^ 
Drawer. You are a merry gentleman. There, 
sir; take hold ! [Exeunt. 


♦ A velvet-hciided cuckold.'\ I suppose this has a twofold allu- 
-.lon ; to the down upon the horns of deer, and to the velvet can^ 
foi. eil> worn by aldeinacu and other magistiates. 
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SCENE VI. 


A Street. 


Enter Viola. 

Viola. This is the place! I have out-told the 
clock 

For haste; he is not here. Ricardo!—-No ! 

Now, every power that loves an I is beloved, 
Keep me from shame to-night! for all you know 
Each thought of mine is innocent and pure. 

As flesh and blood can hold. I cannot back; 

I threw the key within, and, ere I raise 
My father up to see his daughter s shame. 

I’ll set me down, and tell the Northern wind 
That it is gentler than the curling West, 

If it will blow me dead! But he will come.- 
1* faith, ’tis cold.—If he deceive me thus, 

A woman Will not easily trust a man. 

Hark ! what’s that ^ 

Silvio. \JVithin?[ Thourt over long at thy pot^ 
Tom, Tom: 

Thou'rt over long at the pot, Tom. [Singing. 

Viola. Bless me ! Who’s that ? 

Pedro, {fVitkin.-] Whoo ! 

Uberto. \JVithin.] There, boys! 

Viola. Daikness, be thou my cover! ImiistfK . 
To thee I ha^tc for help.—They have a light; 

.1 
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Enter Ricardo, Pedro, Uberto, Silvio, and 
Dratcer with a torch. 

Wind, if thou lovest a virgin, blow it out! 

And I will never shut a window more, 

To keep thee from me. 

Ric. Boy! 

Drawer. Sir? 

Ric. Why, boy ! 

Df'azir?. What say you, sir ? 

Ric. Why, boy, art thou drunk, boy ? 

Drawer. What would you, sir ? 

Ric. Why, very good; where are we ? 

Uherto. Ay, that’s the point. 

Drawer. Why, sir, you will be at your lodging 
presently. 

Ric. ni go to no lodging, boy. 

Draxter. Whither will you go then, sir ? 

Ric. I’ll go no farther. 

Drawer. For God’s sake, sir, do not stay here 
all night. 

Ric. No more I will not: 

Boy, lay me down, and roll me to a whore. 
IJberio. And me. 

Pedro. There spoke an- 

Silvio. [Swging.^ Then set your foot to my foot^ 
and up tails all! 

Fiola. That is Ricardo: What a noise tliey make ! 
It is ill done of ’em.—Here, sirs I Ricardo I 
R/c. What’s that, boy ? 

Drawer. ’Tis a wench, sir: Pray, gentlemen, 
come away! 

riola. Oh, my dear love ! how dost thou ? 

Ric. ’Faith, sweetheart, 

Even as thou seest* 
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THE COXCOMB. 

Pedro, Where’s thy wench ? 

Uberto, Where’s this bed-worm ? 

Viola Speak softly, for the love of Heaven ! 
Drawer, Mistress, get you gone, and do not 
entice the gentlemen, 

Now you see they’re drunk, or I’ll call the watch. 
And lay you fast enough. 

Viola, Alas, what are you ? 

Or what do you mean ?—Sweet love, where’s the 
place ? 

Ric, Marry, sweet love, e’en here : Lie down ; 

I’ll feesc you. [Seizes her, 

Viola, Good God! What mean you ? 

Pedro. I will have the wench. 

Uberto. If )ou can get her. 

Silvio No, I’ll lie with 

The wench to-night, and she shall be yours to¬ 
morrow. 

Pedro. Let go the wench ! 

Silvio. Let you go the v.'ciicli! 

Viola, Oh, gentlemen, as you had motheis- 

TJherlo. They had no mothers; they are the sons 
of bitches. 

Ric. Let that be maintain’d ! 

Silvio, Marry then- 

J'iola, Ob, bless me. Heaven ! 

Uberto. How many is there on's ^ 

Ric, About five. 

Uberto, Why then, let’s fight three to three- 
Silvio. .Content. [Draw and Jail dou h. 

Drawer. The watch! the watch ! the watch! 

Where are you ? [Eaif, 

Ric, Where are these cowards ? 

Pedro, There’s the whore. 

Viola, I never saw a drunken man befoie ; 

But these I think are so. 

Silvio. Oh! 
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Pedro. I misij’d you narrowly there. 

Ftaia. My state is sueb^ I know not bow to 
think 

A prayer fit for me; only I could move, 

That never maiden more might be in love! [E.^vV. 

Enter Drm er, Constable, and fPatch. 

JFatch. Where are they, boy ? 

Drazver. Make no such haste, sir; they are no 
runners. 

Uberlo. I am hurt, but that’s all one ; 

I shall light upon some of yc. Pedro, 

Thou art a tall gentleman ; let me kiss thee! 

JVatch. My friend- 

Uberto. Your friend ? you lie ! 

Ric. Stand furthci oflP! 

The watch ? you are full of fleas. 

Const, Gentlemen, 

Either be quiet, or we must make ye quiet. 

Ric. Nay, good Master Constable, be not so 
rigorous! 

Uberto. Master Constable, lend mU thy band of 
justice! 

Const. That 1 will, sir. 

Uberto. Ey, Master Constable ! what golls^you 
have! Is Justice 

So blind you cannot see to wash your hands ? 

^ iToVs.^ Culls uas a cant expression for hands.— 

So in Pliildstcr: 

“ Do the lords bow, and the regarded scarlets 

Kiss their gummed gotlsj and cry, we are your servants ?" 

And, in the Woman Hater : 

“ I'liy hands, are they wash’d ? 

Ladi/. Mils, how cold they are, poor golls, why dost thou not 
tin k ii mull 


8 
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[Act I. 


I cry you mercy, sir; your gloves are on. 

Drawer. Now you are up, sir, will you go to 
bed ? 

Pedro, ril truckle here, boy; give me another 
pillow. 

T>rawer. Will you stand up, and let me lav it 
on then > 

Pedro. Yes. 

Drawer. There; hold him, two of ye. Now 
they are up, 

lie going. Master Constable. 

Ric. And this way. and that way^ Tom. [Singing. 

Uberto. And here away, and there away., Tom. 

Silvio. 7 his is the right way, the other's the wrong. 

Pedro. Tk' othe?^'s the wrong. 

Omnes. ThotCrt over long at the pot, Toni, Tom. 

Ric. Lead valiantly, sweet constable! whoop ! 
ha, boys! 

Co7ist. This wine hunts in their heads. 

Ric. Give me the bill, for I will be the scijcant. 

Const. Look to him, sirs ! 

Ric. Keep your ranks, you rascals, keep yom 
ranks! [^Edctinl. 
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ACT II. SCENE 1. 


A Hall in Antonio’s House, with a Gallery, 


Enter Mercury. 

Merc. I cannot sleep for thinking of this ass’s 
wife! 

I’ll be gone presently; there’s no staying here. 
With this devil about me.—Ho ! This is the house 
of sleep. 

Ho ! again there !—’Sfoot, the darkness, and this 
love together 

Will make me lunatic. Ho ? 

Enter aServingman above, unready.’’ 

• * 

Strv. Who calls there ? 

Merc. Pray take the pains to rise and light a 
candle. 

Serv. Presently. 

Merc. Was ever man but I in such a stocks ? 
Well, this shall be a warning to me, and 
A fair one too, how I betray myself , 

To such a dunce, by way of benefit. 

Enter Servingman, 

Serv. Did you call ? 

^ Unready.'] Unready means undressed»«~M<Mon. 

VOL. IX, C 
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Merc. Yes: Pray do me the kindness, sir, to 
let me out. 

And not inquire why, for I must needs be gone. 
Serv. Not to-night, I hope, sir. 

Merc. Good sir, lo*nigIit; 

I would not have troubled you else; pray let it 
be so! 

Serv. Alas, sir, my master will be offended. 
Merc, 'fhdt I have business no, I warrant you, 
Serv. Good sir, take your rest. 

Merc, rra}^ my good friend. 

Let me appoint my own rest. 

Serv. Yes, sir. 

Merc. Then shew me the way out \ I’ll consi¬ 
der you. 

Serv. Good Lord, sir- 

][Ierc. If I had not 

An cxcellent-temper’d patience, now should I 
break 

This fellow’s head, and make him understand 
’Twere necessary ; the only plague 
<^f this bouse^is th’ unhandsome love of ser\anls. 
That ne\cr do their duty in the right place. 

But when they muster before dinner. 

And sweep the tabid with a wooden dagger,® 

And then tin ^ are troublesome too, to all men's 
shoulders.— 

The woodcock’s flesh’d again f now I shall have 
A new stir. 

t 

* And sxi'eep the table xuith a wooden dagger.] Tlie editors of 
17^0 and 1778 de-pan of explaining this allusion, which is by no 
j it'dns an uncoinni(*n one, lefeinng lO the ancient custom of scia- 
|jing auav the tuigments with d. wooden dagger, or piece ot latli, 
iiflci meals. 

The woodcock's fiesied again.^ Mercury gives this denomi¬ 
nation to Antonio, because the woodcock was believed, among the 
\ 'ilgar, to have uo br<iins. 
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Ant» Why, how now, fiiend ? what do you up 
so late ? 

Aie you well ? do you want any thing ? Pray speak. 
Merc. Only the cause I rise for. 

Ant. What knaves are these ! 

What do you Wunt ^—Why, sirrah I 
Merc. Nothing i’ th’ world, 

But the keys to let me gut of doors; I must be 
gone: 

Be not against it, for you cannot stay me. 

Ant. Be gone at this time ? that were a merry 
jest, 

Merc. If there be any mirth in’t, make you use 
on’t. 

Cut I must go. 

Ant. Why, for love’s sake ? 

Merc. ’Twill benefit 

Your understanding nothing to know the cause. 
Pray go to bed ; I’ll trouble your man only. 

Ant, Nay, sir, you have raised more that has 
reason 

To curse you, an you knew all: my wife’s up, 
Vnd coming down too. 

Merc. Alas, it will be 
A trouble : Pray go up to her, and let me 
Dibtuib no more; it is unmannerly. 

Enter Maria, as out of bed.. 

Ant. She’s here already^— 

Sweetheart, how say you by this gentleman ^ 
lie would away at midnight. 

Maria. That I am sure he will not. 

Mere. Indeed I must. 

Maria. Good sir, 
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Let not your homely entertainment press you 
To leave your bed at midnight! If you want 
What my house, or our town, may afford you, 
Make it your own fault if you call not for it. 
Pray go to bed again ! let me compel you : 

I am sure you have no power to deny a woman. 
The air is piercing; • 

And, to a body beaten with long travel, 

Twill prove an ill physician. 

Merc. If she speak longer I shall be a knave, 

* ^ _ \Aaide. 

As rank as e’er sweat for it.—Sir, if you will send 
Your wife up presently, I’ll either slay 
With you (d’ye mark me ?) or deliver you 
So just a cause, that you yourself shall thrust 
Me out of doors, both suddenly and willingly. 
Ant. I would fain hear that, ’faith !—Pray thee 
go up, sweetheart! 

I have half persuaded him ; besides, he hath 
Some private business with me. 

Maria. Good night, sir! 

And what content you would have, I wish with 
you. f Exit. 

Merc. Could any man that had aback ask nioic ? 
Oh, me ! oh, me! 

Ant. Now deal directly with me : 

Why should you go r 

Merc. If you be wise, do not inquire the cause; 
Twill trouble you. 

Ant. Why ? pr’ythee why? 

Merc. ’Faith, 

I would not have you know it \ let me go! 

Twill be far better for you. [Knocking. 

Ant. Who is that. 

That knocks there ? is’t not at the street-door ^ 
Sert\ Yes, sir. 
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j^nt. Who’s tlieie? cannot you speak ? 
rtoia [fVitfiin.] A poor 
Distichsed maid; for God’s sake, let me in! 
Mux. Let her in, and me out together; ’tis 
but one labour: 

’Tis pity she should stand i’ th’ street. It seems 
She knows you. 

Jnf. There she shall stand, for me: You are ig- 
noiant; 

This is a common custom of the rogues 
That he about the loose parts of the city. 

Merc. As how ? 

Ant. To knock at doors in dead time of night, 
And use some feigned voice to raise compassion; 
And when the doors are open, in they rush, 

And cut the throats of all, and take the booty : 
We cannot be too careful. 

Viola. [fVitlim.^ As ever you had pity, let me ini 
I am undone else. 

Ant. Who are you ? 

Viola. My name is Viola, a gentlewoman 
That ill chance hath distiess’d; you.know my fa¬ 
ther. 

^ferc. Alas of God ! we’ll let her in; ’tis one 
Of the gentlewomen were here in the evening; 

I know her by her name : Poor soul! she’s cold, 

I wai rant her; let her have my warm bed, 

And I will take )ier fortune: Come, pray come ’ 
Ant. It IS not Viola, that’s certain; 

She went home to her father’s, I am sure*. 

Viola. Will not you be so good to let me in ? 
Ant. I’ll be so good to have you whipt away. 
If yuu stay a little longer—She is gone, 

I warrant her. Now let me know your cause. 
For I Will hear it, and not repent the knowing. 
Merc, Since you are so importunate, I’ll tell 
you; 
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I love your wife extremely. 
jint. Very well. 

Merc. And so well that I dare not stay. 

Jnt, Why? 

Merc. For wronging you ;* I know I am flesh 
and blood, 

And you have done me friendships infinite, and 
often, 

That must require me honest, and a true man ; 
And I will be so, or I’ll break my heart. 

j^nL Why, you may stay for all this, methinks. 
Merc» No ; though I would be good, I am no 
saint, 

Nor is it safe to try me : I deal plainly. 
jint. Come, I dare try you; do the best you can. 
Merc. You shall not: 

When I am right again, I’ll come and see you ; 
Till when, I’ll use all countries, and all means. 
But I will lose this folly; *tis a devil! 

Ant. Is there no way to stay you ? 

Merc. No; unless 

You will have me such a villain to you, as all men 
Shall spit at me. 

Ant. Does she know you love her ? 

Merc. No; I hope not: That were recom pence 
Fit for a rogue to render her. 

Ant. If ever any had a faithful friend, \_Aside. 
I am that man, and I may glory in it! 

This is he, that ipse^ he, that passes 
All Christendom for goodness. 

He shall not overgo me in his friendship; 

Twere recreant and base, and I’ll be bang’d first; 
I am resolved.—Go thy ways; a wife 


■ For wronging yoa.] Thai is, least 1 should \<^rong you.— Mef- 
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Shall never part us: I have considered, 

And I find hci nothing to such a friend as thou art 
I’ll speak a bold word: take }^our time and woo 
her, 

(You have overcome me cleailv) 

And do what’s fitting with her —you conceive me. 

I am glad at heait }ou love her, by this light' 
Ne'er stare upon me, for I will not fly from’t' 

If ^ou had spoken sooner, sure ^ou had been ser¬ 
ved : 

Sir, you're not every man. Now to your task ' 

1 give you fiee leave j and the sin is mine, 

If there be any in it. 

Merc. He will be bang’d [Aside. 

Befoie he makes this good : He cannot be 
So innocent a Coxcomb ; he can tell ten, sure !*— 
If I had never known you, as I liave done, 

I might be one, as others, peihaps sooner ; 

But now it IS impossible, there’s too much good 
Between us. 

Ant. Well, thou art e'en the best man— 

I can say no more, I am so oveijoy’d ' 

You must stay this night, and iii the morning go 
As early as you please ; I have a toy for you. 
Merc. I thought this pill would make you sick. 
Aul. But where you mean to be I must have 
notice. 

And it must be haul by, too: Do 3 ou mark me ^ . 
J/e/’C. V\ iiy, what’s the matter^ 

Ant. Theie is a thing in hand. • 

Merc. Why, what thing ? 


* - He cannot be 

•So innocent a coxcomb; he can tell ten, suic'] The u^uai 
trial ol idiocy was by recjuiring the person to count his fingeis. 
Anotlu'i alluaion to the piactice occius in The Two Noble Kin«>- 
mcn. tnndctnt, in the last line, means silly, cra/y ; and an idiot 
was usually termed an innocent. 
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Ant, A sound one, if it take right, and you be 
not 

Peevish. We two will be (you would little think it) 

As famous for our friendship- 

Mere, How ? 

Ant. If God^ please, 

As ever Damon was, and Pythias; 

Or Pylades, and Orestes; or any two 
That ever were: Do you conceive me yet ? 

Merc, No, by my troth, sir!—He will not help 
me up, sure ? [Aside. 

Ant. You shall anon; and, for our names, I 
think 

They shall live after us, and be remember’d 
While there is a story, or I lose my aim. 

Merc. What a vengeance ails he? How do you ? 
Ant. Yes, ’faith. 

We two will be such friends as the world shall 
ring of. 

Merc. And why is all this ? 

Ant. You shall enjoy my wife. 

Merc. Away, away! 

Ant. The wonder must begin. 

So I have cast it, (’twill be scurvy else) 

You shall not stir a foot in’t; Pray be quiet 
Till I have m tde it peifect. 

Merc. What shall a man do with this wretched 
fellow ? [Aside, 

There is no mercy to be used towards him ; 

He is not 'capable of any pity ; 

He will, in spite of course, be a cuckold; 

And who can help it ?—Must it begin so, needs, 
sir? 

Think agaiu* 


3 God,'\ In this, and several other places, the second folio and 
the modern editions choose to read—-Ifeaocn* 
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Jnf, Yes, marry must it; 

And I myself will woo this woman for you: 

Do you peiceive it now? ha? 

Jilerc. Yes; now I have a little sight i’ th* mat¬ 
ter.— 

Oil, that thy head should be so monstrous, [Aside* 
That all thy sei vants’ hats may hang upon’t!— 
But, do you mean to do this ? 

Ant. Yes, certain ; I will woo her, and for you. 
Strive not against it; ’tis the ovcithiow 
Of the best plot that ever was then. 

Merc. Nay, 

I will assure you, sir, 1*11 do no harm ;— 

You have too much about you of your own. 

[Aside, 

Ant. Have you thought of a place yet ? 

Merc. A place ^ 

Ant. Ay, a place where you will bide: 

Piythcc, no more of this modesty; *tis foolish ! 
An we were not determined to be 
Absolute friends indeed, *twere tolerable. 

Merc, I have thought, and you shall hear from 
me. 

Ant. Why, this will gain me everlasting glory! 
I have the better of him, that’s my comfort! 

Good night! [Exit. 

Merc. Goodnight!— 

Well, go thy ways I thou are the tidiest wittol* 
This day 1 think above giound; 

And yet thy end, for all this, must be motley. 

[Exit. 


* Thou art the tidie<«t wittol ] A vnttol means one who is con- 
sciou:> ot being a cuckold. Tidy not used in a vety definite 
sense in old writings, meaning sometimes timely ; at others, ncat^ 
and frequently fat. In the text it seems to be used ironically with 
the second of these meanings. Motley, at the end of this speech, 
IS well known to mean party-coloured, and alludes to the usual 
dress of fools. 
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[Act 11, 


SCENE IL 


A Field on the Outshirts of the Citu 


Enter Tinker^ and Dorothy. 

Tinker. Tis bitter cold. A plague upon tlicsc 
rogues, 

How wary they are grown! not a door open now^ 
But double-barred ; not a window, 

But up willi a case of wood, like a spice-box; 
And ihcir locks unpickable ! the vcr\ smiths 
I'hatwere lialFventurers, drink pcnitei t single ale, 
This is tlie in)n age the ballad sings of. 

Well, I shall meet with some of your loose liiici 
vet; 

Good fellows must not starve; here's he shall shew 
You God Ahnightv’s dog-bolts,^ if this hold. 

JDor. 'raith, thou art but too mercilLil, that*', 
th} fault; 

Thou art as sweet a thief, that sin exee])tcd, 

s Enter Tinker, with a cord.'l So the fdhos. The u-,'' <»f th* 
cord, rn bi«dmg Viola altci wards, is ohviou*., and puihabJ^ the 
words weie a stage direction for the act(‘r who peisonated the 
tinker, to provide hinisclt with a coid pievious to his appeaidticc 
on the stage. ^ 

Dog-bolts.“\ A term of derision, which occurs again in i'lv 
Honest Alan's Fortune: 

“ Oh ye do^-bolfi, 

That fear no hell but Dunkirk, I shall sec you 
beivc m a lowsy lirae-boat." 
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Scene 11] THE COXCOMB. 

As ever suffer’d; that is a proud word, 

And I’ll maintain it. 

Tinker. Come, pr’ythee let’s shog off,’ 

And bowze an hour or two ;* there’s ale will make 
A cat speak at the Harrow: We shall get nothing 
now, 

Without we hatter; ’tis grown too near morning; 
The rogues sleep sober and are watchful. 

Dor. We want a boy extremely for this function, 
Kept under for a year, with milk and knot-grass. 
In my time I have seen a boy do wonders : 

Robin the red tinker had a boy, 

(’Rest his soul, he suffer’d this time four years 
I’or two spoons, and a pewter candlestick) 

That sweet man had a boy, as I am ciirsten’d® 
whore, 

Would have run through a cat-hole; he would have 
boulted 

Such a piece of linen in an evening— 

^ Shog q^.] This cant word is used by Nym, in Shakspeare’s 
Henry V,, act II. scene I.: — 

“ Will you shog off? I would have your solus.'' 

Again, in Marston's What You Will, act V. scene 1.;— 

--“ why then, capricious mirth. 

Skip like moriscocs in our frolic blood, 

Flagg’d veins, sweet, plump with fresh-infused joys. 
Laughter, pucker our cheeks, make shoulders shog 
With chucking lightness,” &c. 

Agai'i, in Jack Di urn's Entertainment 

*'• List to the music that corrupts the gods, * 

Subverts even destiny, and thus it shogs** Heed. 

® Browse an hour or two."] The text is from Mr Theobald's 
margin. I conjectured we should read rouse, i. e. carouse ; but it 
IS a matter of no great moment.— Sympson. 

Theobald's reading is certainly the true one, being a common 
cant word tor drinking. 

^ As I am a cursten'd tchore.'] Cursten^dn a vulgar corruption 
of thristemdf and occurs again in this play. 
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Tinker, Well, we will have a boy. Pry thee lets 
go! 

I am vengeance cold, I tell thee. 

Dor. ril be bang’d 

Before I stir without some purchase ! By these ten 
bones,* 

I will turn she-ape, and untile a house, 

But I will have it! It may be I have 
A humour to be bang’d, I cannot tell. 

Tinker, Peace, you flea’d whore! thou Jiast a 
mouth like a blood-hound.— 

Enter Viola. 

Here comes a night-shade.* 

Dor. A gentlewoman-whore; 

By this darkness. I’ll case her to the skin. 

Tinker. Peace, I say ! 

Viola, What fear have I endured this disma^ 
night! 

And what disgrace, if I were seen and known ! 

In which this darkness only is my friend, 

That only has undone me. A thousand curses 
Light on my easy, foolish, childish love, 

That durst so lightly lay a confidence 
Upon a man, so many being false ! 

IMy weariness, and weeping, makes me sleepy ^ 

T must lie down. 

* - ■ ' —' r^l he hang*d 

'Before I itir without some purchase! By these ten bones,] 
Purchase was a common term fur stolen goods. In Ben Junsoi/s 
Bartholumew Fair, Edgeworth the cut-purse sa^s to the tapster,—- 
“All the purses and piitchase I give you lo-day, bring hither to 
Urs’la's presently. Here we will meet at night in her lodge and 
share.” The adjuration by the^fen tones, i. e. fingers, has oc¬ 
curred before, vol. V» p. 290. 

* Here comes a night-shade.] A cant word for a prostitute. 
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Scene II.] THE COXCOMB. 

Tinker, What’s this ? a prayer, or* 

A homily, or a ballad of good counsel ? 

She has a gown, I am sure. 

Dor, Knock out her brains! 

And then she’ll never bite. 

Tinker. Yes, I will knock her, 

But not yet.—You ! woman 1 

V'wla. For God’s sake, what are you ? 

Tinker. One of the grooms of your wardrobe. 
Come, uncase, 

Uncase !~By’r lady, a good kersey ! 

[Pulls off her mantle. 
Viola. Pray do not hurt me, sir. 

Dor, Let’s have no pity 

For if you do, here’s that shall cut your whistle. 
Viola. Alas, what would you have ? I am as mi¬ 
serable 

As you can make me any way. 

Dor, That shall be tried. 

Viola. Here, take my gown, if that will do you 
pleasure. 

Tinker, Yes, marry will’t,—Look in the pockets, 
Doll; 

There may be birds. 

Dor. They are flown, a pox go with them! 

I’ll have this hat, and this ruff too ; I like it: 
Now will I flourish like a lady, brave, 

I’faith, boy. 

I 'wla. You are so gentle people, to my seeming, 
That by my truth I could live with you 1 
Tinker. Could you so ? 

A pretty young round wench, well blooded; I 
Am for her.^ 


® Liri have no pity.'\ i. e. No crying out for pity.—Symplon. 

* Am for //tr, thieves.^] Thieves has stolen into the text here 
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[Act II. 


Dor, But by this, I am not; cool 

Your codpiece, rogue ! or I will clap a spell upon’f. 

Shall take your edge ofl’ with a very vengeance. 

Tinker, Peace, horse-flesh, peace !—I’ll cast off 
my Amazon ; 

She has walk’d too long, and is indeed notorious, 

She’ll fight and scold, and drink like one of the 
worthies. 

Dor. Uds precious. 

You young contagious whore, must you be ’ti- 
cing ? 

And, is your flesh so rank, sir, that two may live 
upon’t ? 

I am glad to hear your curtal’s^ grown so lusty; 

He was dry-founder’d t’other day; wcehee, 

My pamper’d jade of Asia 


very unaccountably. If the speech is, or is not curtailed, as I 
cannot promise, yet there is no reason for thieves standing here, as 
there is nothing to which it can probably refer. There are but 
two ways I know of, that we can rid the text of it; the drst is by 
expunging it, as I have done; and the second, by supposing that it is 
a corruption of this^ and situate in a wrong place, and that the 
passage once run thus: 

A pretty young round wench 'well bloodedf this. 

I’m for her - Sympson, 

5 CoitaliJ] In Ben Jonson's Masque called Chlondia, a postillion 
says, Look to my curtal;” (according to which wc have reform¬ 
ed the orthography) and Mr Whalley says, '' A curtal is .a simdl 
horse ; properly one who hath his tail docked or curtailed.” —Ed. 
1778, 

The phrase, as Mr Douce ingeniously observes, ** is not fiom 
cur and tail^ as stated in some dictionaries, but from the French 
taiUer courts ** 

* My pamper’d jade of ^5ta.] This is plainly meant as a bur¬ 
lesque on this line in Marlow's Tamerlane : 

Holla, you pamper d jades qf Asia 

which is also ridiculed in the sicond part of Henry IV. act II. sl. 
lV.^Reed. 

This line is also ridiculed in. the Sun's Darli ng, by Fold and 
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Viola, Good woman, do not hurt me ^ I am sorry 
Tlut I have given any cause of anger 

Dor, Eithei bind her quickly, and come away, 
or by 

This steel I’ll tell, thougli I tiuss for company! 
Now could I eat her bioil’d, or any way, 

Without vinegar: I must have her nose I 

\DraiVsa Knife. 

Viola. By any thing }Ou love best, good sii ! 
good woman • 

Tinker, Why her nose, Doiothy? 

Dor, If I have it not, 

And piesently, and warm, I lose that I go withal. 
Tciiker, ’Would the devil had that thou goest 
withal, 

\nd thee togethci ’ for sure he got thy whelps, 
Jf thou liast any; he’s thy deal dad’. Whoie, 
Put up youi cut-purse * an 1 take my switch up, 
Twill be a black time with you else; sheathe 
your bung, whoic I* 

Dor. Will you bind hci ? 

We shall stand heie piating, and be bang’d both. 


Dtkkar, and in other old plays. It is pcihaps worth while to 
"juotc the bcqucl. 

“ Holla, yc pamper’d jades of Asia ! 

\\ hat, can yt diaw but twenty miles a-day. 

And h i\e so proud a chaiiot at your heels, 

And bi.ch a coachman as great Tamburlaine 

^ Shi's fAy that dad, -] Common sense, as MrStward saw 

too, calls out loi a change ot She6 into He’s,’-~Sympion. 

Mason, with great plausibility, wishes to read— 

He’s then dcai dad. 

* Pul up youi cul-pursc ! 

- iiheathe your bung, uhutc q In the cant language of the 

lime, a was a puise or a pockit, and to mpa bung signified 
to rut a pulse. The finkei evidently applies both this word and 
c t jiurse to the knife of his female copartnei. 
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THE COXCOMB. 


[Act II. 


Tinker, Come, I must bind you: Not a word; 
. no crying! \They bind her to a tree, 

Viola, Do what you will, indeed I will not cry. 
Tinker. Hurt her not; If thou dost, by ale and 
beer, 

I’ll clout thy old bald brain-pan with a piece 
Of brass, you bitch incarnate. 

[^Exeunt Tinker and Dorothy. 
Val. Oh, God, to what am I reserved! that knew 
not. 

Through all my childish hours and actions, 

More sin than poor imagination. 

And too much loving of a faithless man, 

For which I am paid; and so, that not the day 
That now is rising to protect the harmless, 

And give the innocent a sanctuary 
From thieves and spoilers, can deliver me 
From shame, at least suspicion ! 

Enter Valerio. 

Val. [Entering.l Sirrah, lead down 
The horses easily ! I’ll walk a-foot 
Till I be down the hill. ’Tis very early; 

1 shall reach home betimes. How now? who’s 
there ? 

Viola, Night, that was ever friend to lovers, yet 
Has raised some weary soul, that hates his bed, 
To come and see me blush, and then laugh at me. 
Val. He had a rude heart that did this. 

Viola, Gentle sir, 

If you have that which honest men call pity. 
And be as far from evil as you shew, 

Help a poor maid, that this night by bad fortune 
Has been thus used by robbers. 

Val. A pox upon his heart that would not help 
thee! 

2 
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This thief was half a lawyer, by his bands.— 

How long have you been tied here ? 

Viola. Alas, this hour/ 

And with cold and fear am almost perished. 

Val. Where were the watch the while? Good 
sober gentlemen! 

They were, like careful members of the city. 
Drawing in diligent ale, and singing catches, 
While Master Constable contrived the toasts. 
These fellows should be more severely punish’d 
Than wand’ring gipsies, that every statute whips; 
For if they had every one two eyes a-piece more, 
Three pots would put them out. 

Viola. I cannot tell; 

I found no Christian to give me succour. 

Val. When they take a thief, I’ll take Ostciid 
again :* I’lie whoresons 
Drink opium in their ale, and then they sleep 
Like tops ; as for their bills, they only serve 
To reach down bacon to make lashers on. 

Now let me know whom I have done this cour¬ 
tesy to, * 

That I may thank my early rising for it, 

/ iola. Sir, all I am, you see. ^ 

Val. You have a name I am sure, and a kindred, 
A father, friend, or something that must own you. 
—She’s a handsome young wench: What rogues 
were these, to rob her! [^/hicle, . 

Jlola. Sir, you see all I dare reveal; and, as 
You arc a gentleman, press memo furtliier! 

For there begins a grief, whose bitterness 
W ill break a stronger heart than 1 have in me ; 


* Alas, this hour.'\ This is a ver^ strange inadvertency, as there 
is no change of scene between Viola’s being bound and the en¬ 
trance oi Yaleiio. 

* Qsiend,'] See The Woman’s Prize, vol. V. p. 281. 

VOL. IX. P 
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And ’twill but make you heavy with the healing: 
For your own goodness sake, desire it not! 

Val. If you would not have me inquire that, 
How do you live then ? 

Tloht. IIow I have lived, is still 
One question which must not be resolved: 

How 1 desire to live, is in your liking; 

So Awrthy an o[)inion [ have of 3 »^ou. 

Fal. Is in my liking ? How, 1 pray thee ? tell me I 
ITaith, I’ll do you any good lies in my power,— 
She has an eye would raise a bed-rid man !— 

[^Aside, 

Come, leave your fear, and tell me; that’s a good 
wench! 

Viola. Sir, I would serve- 

VaL Who wouldst thou serve ! Do not weep. 
And tell me. 

T^iola. ’Faith, sir, even some good woman; 

And such a wife, if you be married, 

I do imagine yours. 

Val. Alas! thou art young and tender; 

Let me see fliy hand ! This was ne'er made to wash, 
Or wind up Water, beat clothes, or rub a floor.— 
By this light, for one use, that shall be nameless, 

* l/hide, 

’Tis the best wanton hand that e’er I look’d on! 
Viola, Dare you accept me, sir? my heart is ho¬ 
nest : 

Among your virtuous charitable deeds, 

This will not be the least. 

Val. Thou canst in a chamber ? 

Viola. In a chamber, sir ? 

Val. I mean, wait there upon a gentlewoman.— 
How quick she is ! I like that mainly too; \ Aside. 
I’ll have her, though I keep her withmain strength, 
Like a besieged town; for 1 know 1 shall have 
The enemy afore me within a week. 

4 
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Vfola, Sir, I can sow too, and make pretty laces, 
Drcsb a head handsome, teach young gentlewo¬ 
men ; 

For in all these I have a little knowledge. 

Val. 'Tis well;—no doubt 1 shall increase that 
knowledge. [Aside. 

I like her better still; how she provokes me!— 
Pretty ^oungmaid, you shall serve a good gentle¬ 
woman, 

Though I say it, that will not be unwilling 
You should please me, nor 1 forgetful if you do. 
Viola 1 am the happier. 

VaL My man shall make some shift to carry 
you 

Behind him : Can you ride well ? 

Viola, But ril hold fast,. 

For catching of a fall. 

Val. That's the next way 
To pull another on you.—I’ll work her as I go: 

[Aside. 

I know she’s wax ! Now, now, at this time could I 
Beget a worthy on this wench. 

Viola^ Sir, for this gentleness, may Heaven re¬ 
quite you tenfold ! 

Val, Tis a good wench! however others use 
thee, 

Be sure I’ll be a loving master to thee. Come! 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE HE 


Before Antonio’s House, 


Bnier Antonio, like an Irish Footman^ with a 

Utter, 

Ant. I hope I am wild enough for being known! 
I have writ a letter heie, and in it have abused 
myself 

Most bitterly, ^et, all my fear is, not enough, 

Eoi that must do it, that must lay it on : 

I’ll win her out o’ th’ flint; ’twill be more famous 
Now for my language ! 

Enter Servant, 

Serv. Now, sir; who would you speak witli ? 
Ant, Where be thy mastres, man? 1 would 
spake with her: 

I have a letter. 

Serv. f'annot I deliver it ? 

Ant. No, by my trot and fait, canst thou not, 
• man. 

Serv. Well, sir, 1*11 call her to you; pray shake 
your ears 

Without a little. [Exit. 

Ant. Cran a cree, do it quickly ! 

This rebel tongue* sticks in my teeth worse 

3 This rebel tongiu.'} Sec act III. scene 1. of this play. 

12 
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Than a tough hen; Sure it was ne’er known at 
Babel; 

For they sold no apples, and this was made for 
cejtain 

At the fust planting of orchards, ’tis so crabbed. 

H,nter IMaria and Servant. 

Marla. What’s he would speak with me ? 

Serv. A Kilkenny rnvg;^ 

Theie he stands, madam. 

Maria. What would you have with me, friend.^ 

Aiit. He has a letter for other women; wilt 
thou lead it ? 

Maria. Fiom whence? 

Ant. Dc crosbc Cicest, from my master ’ 

Maria. Who is youi master ^ 

Ant. I pray do you [ouk. 

Maria. Do you know this fellow ? 

Serv. No, 

Madam, not I, more than an Irish footman. 

Stand further, friend; 1 do not like your rope- 
runners. 

What stallion rogues are these, to wear such dow- 
sets 

The very cotton may commit adultery. 

Maria. 1 cannot find whose hand this should 
be ; I'll read: 


* A Kilkenny iiug.] I suspect we should read—which is 
a Scottish word, meaning a coarse heavy stall, which might not 
unaptly bu applied to a wild Irishman of those days. See Di Ja¬ 
mieson’s Dictionary, in voce. 

s To zi/eor fuc4 dowsets.] Sympson, and the editors of 1778, 
read Itowsers ; but the context of the line shoas the impropriety 
of the variation. Tfe servant quibbles between doucetSf the geni*> 
tals of a deer, and drosserSf or trowsers, the close femoral habili¬ 
ments of the Irish in those days. 
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“ To the beauteous wife of Don Antonio.” 

Sure this is some blind scribe! Well! now what 
follows ? {^Reads, 

Ant, Pray God it take ! I have given her that 

[ Aside, 

Will stir her conscience ; how it works with her! 
Hope, if it be thy will, let the flesh have it! 
Maria. This is the most abhorred, intolerable 
knavery, 

That e’er slave entertain’d ! Sure there is more 
Than thine own head in 
This villainy; it goes like practised mischief. 
Disabled in his body ? Ob, good God ! 

As I live, he lies fearfully, and basely. 

Ha ! I should know that jewel; ’tis my husband !— 
Come hither, sirrah ; are you an Irishman ? 

Ant. Sweet woman, a-cree, I am an Irishman. 
Mar. Now I know’t perfectly : Ls this your 
trick, sir.? [^Aside. 

I’ll trick you for it!—How long have you served 
This gentleman ? 

Ant. Please thee, a little day, 

O, my MacDermond put me to my mastree.— 

’Tis done, I know. \^Aside. 

Maria. By my faith, he speaks as well \^Asidc. 
As if he had been lousy for the language 
A year or two. Well, sir, you had better 
Have kept in your own shape, as I will use y>"‘u. 
What have I done that should deserve this trial ? 

I never made him cuckold, to my knowledge.— 
Sirrah, come hither! 

Ant. Now will she send some jewel, or some 
letter; 

I know her mind as well! I shall be famous. 

Maria. Take this Irish bawd here- 

Ant. How ! 

Maria. And kick him till his breeches 
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And breech be of one colour, a bright blue both! 

J/it, I may be well swinged thus, for I dure not 
Reveal myself; I hope she does not mean it. 

[Serzwit kicks hivt. 

Oh, hone! oh, hone! oh, St Patrick ! oh, a-cree! 
Oh, sweet woman! 

Maria. Now turn him. 

And kick him o’ t’other side ! that’s well. 

Ant, Oh, good waiting-man! I beseech thee, 
Good waiting-man !—A pox fire your legs ! 

Maria, You rogue, 

You enemy to all, but little breeches, 

How darest thou come to me with such a letter? 
Ant, Pr’ytheepity the poor Irishman!—All this 
makes for me: \^^iside. 

If I win her yet, I am still more glorious. 

Maria, Now could I weep at what I have done ; 

\ Apart^ 

But ril harden my heart again.—Go, shut him up 
Till my husband comes home. Yet thus much ere 
you go, 

Sirrah Thatch’d-Hcad 1^ wouldst not thou be whipt, 
and think it justice? 

W( II, aquavita barrel, I will bounce you.^ 

Ant, I pray do; I beseech you, be not angry! 
Maria, Oh, you hobby-headed rascal,® I’ll have 
you fiead, 


* Tliatch'd-IIeiid !] This alludes to the or liigli 

platted hair of the Irish wood-kerne, hanging over jtheir eyes. See 
the fac similes of the wood cuts of Dcriick's Image of li eland, in 
]\lr Scott's edition of Somers's Tracts, vol. f. 

^ Welly aquavitx barrel, 1 wilt bounce you,"] This line shows 
that the propensity of the Irish to the use of spirits was not of 
modern date.— 

Derrick, Morrison, and Lithgow, join in describing the drunk¬ 
enness of the native Irish as excessive. 

s You hobby-headed rascul,'^ i. e. shag-headed, as an Irish 
hobby or small pony. See the preceding note but one. 
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And trosscrs® made of thy skin to tumble in. 

Go, away with him ! let him see no sun, 

Till my husband come home.—Sir, I 
Shall meet with you for your knavery, 

I fear it not. [Aside, 

Ant. Wilt thou not let me go ?— 

I do not like this. [Aside, 

Maria. Away with him! 

Serv. Come, I’ll lead you in by your jack-a-lent* 
hair. 

Go quietly, or I'll make your crupper crack I 
Maria. And, do you hear me, sirrah ? when you 
have done, 

Make my coach ready. 

Serv. Yes, forsooth. [Edit wiifi A^TOiifio, 
Maria. Lock him up safe enough.— 

I’ll to this gentleman, and know the reason 
Of all this business, for I do suspect it; 

If he have laid this plot, Fll ring him such a peal 
Shall make his ears deaf for a month at least. 

[Edit, 


^ Ti ossers ] Tt ossers appear to have been loose breeches: The 
woul!«, still priseivcd, but now written tromets. — Steevens, 

They woie e umtia very tifiht pantaloons, and are often con¬ 
trasted with the enormous pump-hose of the English. They ap¬ 
pear to have been ge .erally chequered with several colours, like 
the tartan of the Highlanders. 

^ JacK-a-lent.'\ Puppets made to throw cudgels at in Shrove¬ 
tide. bo in Kirke’s beven Champions of Christendom : 

Clowtt. What arc those giants ? Pr*ythce tell me, 
iyhiphenl. Nojack^a’leniSf no pigmies, no dwarfs,” 

See vol. V. p. SCS, 



Scene IV.] THE COXCO:\rB. 


57 


SCENE IV. 


A Street, 


Enter Ricardo. 

Bic, Am 1 not mad ? Can this weak-temper’d 
liead, 

That will he mad with drink, endure the wrong 
That t have done a virgin, and iny love ? 

Ijc mad, for so thou ought'st, or I will beat 
The walls and trees down wdth thee, and will let 
Either thy memory out, or madness in ! 

Rut sure 1 never loved fair Viola, 

I never loved my father, nor my mother, 

Or any thing but drink ! Had I had love, 

Nay, had I known so much charity 
As would have saved an infant from the fire, 

I had been naked, raving in the street. 

With half a face, gashing myself with knives, 
Two hours ere this time. 

Enter Pedro, Silvio, and Uberto. 

Bedro, Good-morrow, sir! 

Bic. Good-morrow, gentlemen ! 

Shall we go drink again ? I have my wits, 

Pedro. So have I, but they arc unsettled ones: 
’Would I had some porridge 1 

Ric. The tavern-boy was here this morning 
with me, 

And told me that there was a gentlewoman, 
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Which he took for a whore, that hung on me, 
For whom we quarrelfd, and I know not what. 
Pedro, rfaith, nor I. 

Uberto. I have a glimmering 
Of some such thing. 

Ric. Was it you, Silvio, 

That made me drink so much ? ’twas you or Pe¬ 
dro. 

Pedro. I know not who. 

Silvio. We were all apt enough. 

Ric. But I will lay the fault on none but me, 
Tliat I would be so entreated !—Come, Silvio, 
Shall we go drink again ? Come, gentlemen, 

Why do you stay ? Let’s never leave off now, 
Whilst wc have wine and throats ! I’ll practise it, 
Till I have made it my best quality; 

For what is best for me to do but that ? 

For God’s sake, come and drink ! When I am na¬ 
med. 

Men shall make answer, Which Ricardo mean 
you? 

The excellent drinker ?” I will have it so. 

Will you go drink ? 

Silvio. We drunk too much too lately. 

Ric. Why, there is then the less behind to drink: 
Let’s end it ail! dispatch that, we’ll send abroad, 
And purchase all the wine the world can yield. 
And then drink it off; then take the fruits o* th’ 
earth. 

Distil the juice from them, and drink that olf; 
We’ll catch the rain before it fall to ground. 

And drink off that, that never more may grow ;* 
We’ll set our mouths to springs, and drink them 
off; 

* That never more may grow.] \. e. That nothing more may ever 
gr<m. The expression is strong, but not very clear.— Seward. 

That is, no more fruits of the earth may be produced. Seward 
mistakes the construction of this passage.— 
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And all this while we’ll never think of those 
That love us best, more than we did last night. 
We will not give unto the poor a drop 
Of all this drink; but, when we see them weep, 
We'll run to them, and drink their tears off too: 
We’ll never leave whilst there is heat or moisture 
In this large globe; but suck it cold and dry. 

Till we have made it elemental earth. 

Merely by drinking. 

Pedro. Is it flattery 
To tell you, you are mad? 

Ric, If it be false, 

There’s no such way to bind me to a man ; 
lie that will have me lay my goods and lands, 
IMy life down for him, need no more but say, 

‘‘ Kicardo, thou art mad !” and then all these 
Arc at his service ; then he pleases me, 

And makes me think that I had viitue in me, 
That I had love and tenderness of heart; 

That, though I have committed such a fault 
As never crcatuic did, yet running mad, 

As honest men should do for such a crime, 

I have express’d some worth, though it be late: 
But I, alas, have none of these in me, 

But keep my wits still like a frozen man, 

That had no fire within him. 

Siheio. Nay, good Ricaido, 

Leave this wild talk, and send a letter to her! 

I will deliver it. 

Ric. ’Tis to no purpose; 

Pei haps she’s lost last night; or, [if] she [is] 

Got home again, she’s now so strictly look’d to 
The wind can scarce come to her: Or, admit 
She were herself,^ if she would hear from me, 

^ - Or admit 

She xiere tferself.] That is, adm’t that she were mistress of 
herself,— Mason, 
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From me unworthy, that have used her thus, 

She were so foolish that she were no more 
To be beloved. 

Enter Andiiugio, and Servant with a night-gown* 

Serv. Sir, we have found this night-gown she 
took with her. 

Andi\ Where? 

Ric. Where ? where ? speak quickly ! 

Sei'V. Searching in the suburbs,"^ 


♦ Subitrh.] The suburbs were particularly the abode of knaves 
and whores in the days of our authors, and frequent allusions to this 
occur in tliese and other old plays. For instance, in Love's Siicri- 
Hce by Ford :—“ Your only course I can advise you, is to pass to 
Naples and set up a house of carnality; there arc very fair and 
frequent suburbs’* In London they seem to have been originally 
confined to Southwark, where the Bishop of Winchester licensed 
the stews ; but they soon travelled to the other side of the town, 
and spread themselves into the then outskirts of the city, in every 
direction, probably in consequence of some prohibitory mandate of 
the bishop’s, as appears from an ancient satire, entitled, Cock- 
LorePs Bote, printed by Wynkyn de Worde (Beloe’s Anecdotes of 
l.iterature, vol. I. p, 39d)— 

Sir, this pardon is newe founde 
By syde London Br> dge, in a holy groundc 
Lyte called the Stewes Banke. 

T’c know well that there was 
Some relygyous women in that place, 
whom men ofi'ered many a Irankc ; 

And bycause they were so kynd and lyberall, 

A mcrveylnus adventure there is bcftill, 

_yfye lyst to here how: 

There came such a wynde fro Wynchester, 

That blewe these women over the ryver. 

In wberye, as I wyll you tell. 

Some at Saynt Kaferyn's stroke a groundc. 

And many in Holborne were fouiide, 

Some at Saynt Gyles, I tiowc ; 
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Wc tbiiiid a Tinker and his whore that had 
It in a tap-liou^e, whom we apprehended, 

And they confess’d they stole it from her. 

Jiic. And murder’d her ? [Grasps his szvord, 
Silvio. \\ liat ail you, man ? 

Ric. Why, all this doth not make 
Me mad. 

Sihio. It does; you would not offer this else. 
Good Pedro, look to his sword ! 

[pEi»HO takes his sword. 

Serv They do deny 

The killing of her, but swore they left her 
Tied to a tree, in the fields next those suburbs 
'I iiat are witiiout our lady’s gate, near day. 

And by the mad, so that some passenger 
Must neetls untie her quickly. 

Amir. The will of Heaven be done I Sir, I will 
only 

Intreat you this,—that as you were the greatest 
Occasion of her loss, that you’ll be pleased 
To urge your friends, and be yourself earnest in 
The search of her: If she be found, she is yours, 

If slic please. 1 myself only [will] see these people 

Better examined, and after, follow 

Some way in search. God keep you, gentlemen! 

[Ea'it. 

Silvio. Alas, good man ! 

liic. VVliat think ye now*of me.^ I think this 
lump 

Is nothing but a piece of phlegm congeal’d, 
Witiiout a soul i for wheie there’s\so much spirit 
As would but warm a flea, those faults of mine 
Would make it glow and flame in this dull heart, 

Also in AvC'Mdria aly, and at Westmenster, 

And some in Shord^che drew theder 
With gr«^dt l.tmentac}on, 

And t)\ cau*<e they have lo*<t that place, 

They w^ll togede at Colman hedge in space.*' 
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Atid run like molten gold through every sin, 

Till it could burst these walls, and fly away.— 
Shall I entreat you all to take your horses, 

And search this innocent ? 

Pedro. With all our liearts. 

Ric. Do not divide yourselves, till you come 
there 

Where they say she was tied: I’ll follow too, 

But never to return till she be found. 

Give me my sword, good Pedro ! I will do 
No harm, believe me, with it; I am now 
Far better temper’d : If Fwere not so, 

I have enow besides. God keep you all. 

And send us good success! {Exeunt» 


act III. SCENE I. 


Mercury’s Lodging, 


Enter Mekcurt and Servant, 

Merc. Who is it? can you tell? 

Serv. By my troth, sir, 

I know not; but it is a gentlewoman. 

Merc. A gentlewoman I’ll lay my life, yon 
puppy 

* Merc. A gentleman,'} There is neither sense nor humour in 
this answer, and our authors must undoubtedly have wrote it 
gentlewQman,^iitimpson. 
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Has sent his wife to me : If he have, fling up the 
bed. 

Seri\ Heie she is, sir. 

Enter Maria. 

Maria. I am glad I found 3 ^ 011 , sir. There, take 
your letter, [(iives him a letter^ 

And keep it till you have another friend to wrong! 
Tis too malicious false to make me sin; 

You have prov^oked me to be thatl love not, 

A talker, and you shall hear me. 

Why should 3 'ou dare to imagine me 
So light a housewife, that, from four hours’ know¬ 
ledge, 

You might presume to offer to my credit 
This rude and rulhan trial ? I am sure 
1 never courted 3 ’ou, nor gave you tokens, 

That might concern assurance You are a fool! 

Merc. I cannot blame you, now I see this letter. 
Though you be angry, yet with me you must not, 
Unless you’ll make me guilty of a wrong 
My worst affections hate. 

Maria. Did not 3 mu send it? 

Merc. No, upon my faith ; 

Which is more, I understand it not: the hand 
Is as far from my knowledge as the malice. 
Maria, This is strange ! 


® Concern as(,urancc^ Though the sense of this place be not 
hard to find out, yet I am afraid the e-\prcssion is not very justi¬ 
fiable ; as the woid tokens occurs iii the line above, 1 once thought 
we should read consign, or contain assurance. — Sympson. 

The text is not vciy clear, but 1 have little doubt of its not 
having been corrupted. VV'ords were used with a great latitude of 
meaning, and phrases as licentious to the full occur in many of 
these diainas. 
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Merc, It is so, 

Anti had been stranger, and indeed more hateful, 
Had I, that have received such courtesies, 

And owe so many thanks, done this base ofiice. 
Maria, Your name is at it. 

Merc. Yes, but not my nature ; 

And I shall hate my name worse than the man¬ 
ner,’ 

For this base broking. You are wise and virtuous, 
llcmovc this fault from me ; 

For, on the love I bear to truth and goodness, 
This letter dare not name me for the author. 
Maria, Now I perceive my husband’s knavery! 

[^Apart, 

If my man can but find where he has been, 

I will go with this gentleman, whatsoever 
Comes on’t; and, as I mean to carry it. 

Both he and all the world shall think it fit. 

And thank me for it. 

Merc. I must confess I loved you at first; 
Howe’er this made me leave your house unman- 
nerly. 

That might provoke me to do something ill. 

Both to your honour and my faith, and not to write 
This letter, which I hold so truly wicked, 

That I will not think on’t. 

Maria, I do believe you, and since I sec you 
are free, 

hly words were not meant to you: But this is not 
The half of my afiliction. 

Merc. ’Tis pity 

You should know more vexation ; may I inquire ? 

’ TAan the manner.] Scwanl and Sympson wish to read matter 
instead of manner ; but it is of little consequence which we read, 
as the matter would mean the substance, and the manner the style 
of the letter. 
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Maria. Taith, sir, I fear I have lost my hus¬ 
band. 

Merc. Your husband ? it cannot be.—I pity 
hei*; [Aside. 

How she is vex’d ! 

Enter Servant. 

Maria. How now ? what news ? Nay, speak. 
For we must know. 

Serv. ’Faith, I have found at length. 

By chance, where he has been. 

Maria. Where ? 

Scrv. In a blind out-house in the suburbs ; 

Pray God all be well with him ! 

Maria. Why ? 

Sei'v. There are his clothes; but what’s become 
of him, 

I cannot yet inquire.® 

Maria. [Aside.‘\ I am glad of this.— 

Sure they have murder’d him I What shall I do ? 
Merc. Be not so grieved, before you know the 
truth ! 

Y^oii have time enough to weep. This is the sud- 
den’st mischief— 

Did you not bring an officer to search there. 
Where you say you found his clothes ? 

Sci'w Yes; and we search’d it, and charged the 
■ fellow with him; 

But he,* like a rogue, fa] stubborn rogue, made 
answer, 

He knew not where he was; he had been there, 


8 J cannot yet inquire.] Inquire means here ^nd out.p^Syfnp- 
6on. 

VOL. IX, E 
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Cut where he was now he could not tell: 

1 tell you true, I fear him. 

Maria, Are all my hopes and longings to enjoy 
him, 

After this three years’ travel, come to this ? 

Serv, It is the rankest house in all the city. 
The most cursed roguy bawdy-house ! Hell fire it! 
Merc. This is the worst I heard yet. Will you 
go home ? 

I'll bear you company, and give you 
The best help I may: This being here will wiong 
you. 

Maria, As you are a gentleman, and as you loved 
Your dead friend, let me not go home ! 

That will but heap one sorrow on another. 

Merc, Why, propose any thing, and I’ll per- 
form’t: 

I am at my wit’s end too. 

Ser^, So am I. Oh, my dear master • 

Merc, Peace, you great fool! 

Maria, Then, good sir, carry me to some re¬ 
tired place. 

Far from the sight of this unhappy city; 

Whither you will indeed, so it be far enough ! 
Merc. If I might counsel you, I think ’twerr 
better 

To go home, and try what may be done yet; 

He may be at home afore you; who can tell ? 
Maria, Oh, no; I know he’s dead, I know he’s 
• murder’d! 

Tell me not of going home ! you murder me too. 

Merc, Well, since it pleases you to have it so, 

I will no more persuade you to go home; 

I’ll be your guide in the country, as your grief 
Doth command me. I have a mother, dwelling 
from 


6 
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This place some twenty miles : The house, though 
homely, 

Yet able to shew something like a welcome; 
Thither I’ll see you safe with all your sorrows. 
Maria. With all the speed that may be thought 
upon ! 

I have a coach here ready; good sir, quickly !— 
I’ll fit you, my fine husband! [Aside. 

Merc. It shall be so: [Aside. 

If this fellow be dead, I see no band 
Of any other man to tie me from my will; 

And I will follow her with such careful service. 
That she shall either be my love, or wife.— 

Will you walk in ? 

Maria. I thank you, sir; but one word with my 
man, 

And I am ready.—Keep the Irish fellow 
Safe, as you lo^ e your life, for he, I fear, 

Has a deep hand in this; then search again, 

And get out warrants for that naughty man 
That keeps the bad house, that he may answer it! 
If you find the body, give it due burial. 

Farewell 1 You shall hear from me. Keep all safe! 
Sere Oh, my sweet master ’ [Exeunt. 
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SCENE 11. 


/I Hall in Antonio's House, 


Antonio, knocking within. 

Ant. Man-a-cree, 

The devil take thee, wilt thou kill me here ? 

I pr ythee now let me go seek my master; 

I shall be very cheel else. 

Enter Servant, 

Sej'v. Do you hear, man-a-cree ? 

I'll cree your coxcomb, an you keep not still; 
Down, you rogue! 

Ant. Good sweet-faced sarving-inan. 

Let me out, I beseech de, and by my trot 
I will give dy worship two shillings in good argot, 
To buy dy worship pippins. 

Serv. This rogue thinks 

All the worth of man consists in pippins : By thi-p 
light. 

I’ll beat rebellion out of you for ever !* 

Ant. Wilt thou not hear me, man ? 

Is fet! I’ll give thee all I have about me. 


9 Jrgot.j Probably a purposed corruption of argent^ siher. 

* 77/ heat rebellion otU of you for cter*.] A second slur thi: 
upon the rebellious Irish.-..'«Symj9S0». 
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Sarv. I thank you, sir; so I may have picking 
work.* 

Ant, Here is five shillings, man. 

Seiv. I lere is a cudgel, 

\ very good one! 

Enter two Servants, 

2 Serv, How now ? what’s the matter ? 

Where is the Irishman ^ 

1 Serv. There, a w>Hi take him 
He makes more noise alone there, than ten lawyers 
Can do with double [tecs,J and a scurvy case.^ 

£ Serv. Let him out! I must talk with him. 


^ picking zvo/A.] ^Meaning he was/owsy.— 

A wjlh take him /] riiis p\pres,ion seems to be equivalent to 
tliat now used by the vulgar, a halter take him. A U'^th appears 
to have been a band or halter. “ 1 heard a talc of a butcher, who, 
dnviiig two calves over a common that were coupled togelhei by 
the recks with an oaken wyth .—In the way where they should pass, 
there lay a poor lean maie, with a galled back, to whom they co¬ 
ming (as chance fill out) one of one side, and the other of the 
othei, smelling on her, (as their manner is) the midst of the wyth 
that was betwixt their necks rubbed her, and grated her on the 
SOM* back, that she started and rose up, and hung them both on 
her hick as a beam ; which being but a rough plaisler to her raw 
ulcer, she lan away with them (aa she were frantic) into the 
where the butcher could not follow them, and drowned both er- 
self and them in a quagmire. Now the owner of the mare is in 
law V ith the butcher for the loss of his mare, and the butcher iii- 
teichangcablj indicts him lor his calves .^’—Pierce Penilcsse his 
HuppUcation to the Devilj by Tho. Nashe^ 1593, p. 15. 

This whimsical stoiy so much lesembles the case of Bullum and 
Boatura, told by the late lecturer on heads, that he might almost , 
be suspected to have bon owed the idea from Nash.—ilcce/. 

A uyth, a word still usual in Suffolk, is a thong of green osier, 
or other young twigs, made for the purpose of lasteuing liuidles to- 
gctliei. 

4 With double, and a scuivy case.] *]Mr Seward proposed read¬ 
ing or double and itutvu, i. c. doubly scurvy. I oiuy 
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Antonio is let out. 

Ant. Wilt thou give me 
Some drink, oh, hone? I am very dry, man. 

Serv. You shall have that shall quench your 
thirst, my friend. 

Ant. Wat dost thou mean, man ? 

Cl Serv. Even a good tough halter. 

Ant. A halter ? oh, hone! 

2 Serv. Sirrah, 

You are a mischievous rogue, that’s the truth. 
Ant. No, fet I am not. 

1 Serv. Shall I knock out his brains ? 1 have 

kill’d dogs 

Have been worth three of him for all uses. 

2 Serv. Sirrah, the truth on’t is. 

You must with me to a justice. Oh, Roger, Ro- 
ger! 

1 Serv. Why, whafs the matter, William ? 

2 Serv. Heavy news, Roger, 

Heavy news ; God comfort us ! 

1 Serv. What is’t, man ? 

Ant, What’s the matter now ?— 

I am even weary of this way ; ’Would I were out 
on’t! {Aside. 

2 Serv. My master sure • 

Is murder’d, Roger, and this cursed rogue, 

I fear, has had a hand in’t. 

Ant. No, fet, not! 

1 Sei'v, Stand away ! 

I’ll kick it out of him ; Come, sirrah, mount; 


suppose a word has been dropthere by chance, and that the whole 
ran once— 

- dmihle fees, and a scurvy cause. 

i. e. doubly paid to plead a scurvy cause.—on. 
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I’ll make you dance, you rascal! kill my master ? 
If thy breech were cannon-proof, 

Having this good cause on my side, I would en¬ 
counter it ,* 

Hold fair, Shamrock ! 
uint. Why, how now, sirsl 

\^ TIir(yws off his disguise. 
You, will not murder me, indeed ? 

2 Ser'v, Bless us, Roger! 

Nay, I am no spirit. 

2 iierv. How do you, sir r 
This is my very master. 

Ant, Why, well enough yet; 

But you have a heavy foot of your own. Where’s 
my wife ? 

1 Serv, Alas, poor sorrowful gentlewoman, 

She thinks you are dead, and has given o’er house 
keeping. 

A7it, Whither is she gone, then r 
1 Het'v, Into the country with the gentleman, 
your friend, sir, 

To see if she can wear her sorrows out there ; 

She weeps and takes on too- 

Ant. This falls out pat ; [Aside, 

I shall be everlasting for a name !— 

Do you hear? upon your lives and faiths to me, 
Not one word 1 am living! 

But let the same repoit pass along. 

That I am murder’d still.—I am made for ever ! 

[Aside, 

1 Serv. Why, sir ? 

Ant. I have a cause, sir; that’s enough for you. 
Well, if I be not famous, 1 am wrong’d much: 

[Aside» 

For any thing I know, I will not trouble him 
This week at least ; no, let them take their way 
One of another! 
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1 Ser^. Sir, will you be still an Irishman ? 

Ant. Yes, a while. 

5 Serv. But your worship will be beaten no 
more? 

Ant, No, I thank you, William. 

1 Serv. In truth, sir, if it must be so, 

Til do it better than a stranger. 

Ant. Go; you are knaves both! 

But 1 forgive you.—■! am almost mad [Aside. 

With the apprehension^ of what I shall be.— 
Not a word, I charge you ! [Ea'cmit. 


SCENE III. 


77/e Country. An open Field. 


Enter Valerio and Viola. 

Val. Come, pretty soul, we now are near our 
home. 

And whilst our horses are walk’d down the hill, 
Let thou and I walk here over this close! 

The footway is more pleasant. Tis a time, 

My pretty one, not to be wept away. 

For every living thing is full of love ; 

Art not thou so too, ha ? 

Viola. Nay, there are living things 
Empty of love, or I had not been here; 


5 Apprehension.1 Apprehension docs not here mean fear, but 
imagin<uiun.~Afa«on. 


12 
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But, for myself, alas, I have too much. 

It cannot be, 

That so much beauty, so much youth and grace, 
Should have too much of love. 

Viola. Pray what is love ? 

For I am full of that I do not know. 

VaL Why, love, fair maid, is an extreme desire 
That’s not to be examined, but fulfill’d ; 

I’o ask the reason why thou art in love. 

Or what might be the noblest end in love, 
Woiilcl overthrow that kindly-rising warmth 
That many times slides gently o’er the heart; 
’Twould make thee grave and staid, thy thoughts 
would be 

Like a thrice*married widow, full of ends. 

And void of all compassion; and to fright thee 
Fioni such inquiry, whereas thou art now 
Living in ignorance, mild, fresh, and sweet, 

And but sixteen, the knowing what love is 
Would make thee six-and-forty. 

Viola, ’Would it would make me nothing!—I 
have heard 

Scholars affirm, the world’s upheld by love, 

But I believe women maintain all this ; 

For there’s no love in men. 

VaL Yes, in some men. 

I^iola. I know them not. 

VaL Why, there is love in me. 

J’’iola, There’s charity I am sure towards me. 
VaL And love, 

Which I will now express : My pretty maid, 

I dare not bring thee home; my wife is foul. 

And therefore envious; she is very old. 

And therefore jealous; thou art fair and young, 
A subject fit for her unlucky vices 
To work upon ; she never will endure thee. 

Viola, She may endure, 
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If she be aught but devil, all the friendship 
That I will hold with you. Can she endure 
I should be thankful to you ? may 1 pray 
For you and her ? will she be brought to think 
That all the l:rtl>nest industry I have 
Deserves brown bread ? If this may be endured, 
She’ll pick a quarrel with a sleeping child, 

Ere she fall out with me. 

/ «/. But, trust me, she does hate all handsome¬ 
ness. 

Fio/a. How fell you in love with such ^ crea¬ 
ture ? 

fa/. I never loved her. 

P7o/a. And yet married her? 

IW. She was a rich one. 

Viola. And you swore, I warrant you, 

She was a fair one then too } 

VaL Or, believe me, 

I think I had not had her. 

Jlola. Are you men 

All such ? ’lYould you would wall us in a place, 
Where all we women that are innocent 
Might live together! 

Val. Do not weep at this : 

Although I dare not, for some weighty reason. 
Displease my wife, yet I’ll forget not thee. 

Viola. What will you do with me ? 

Val. Thou shalt be placed 
At my man’s house, and have such food and rai- 
,ment 

As can be bought with money : These white hands 
Shall never learn to work, but they shall play, 

As thou say St they were wont, teaching the strings 
To move in order, or what else thou wilt. 

Viola. I thank you, sir; but pray you clothe me 
poorly. 

And let my labour get me means to live! 
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Fal. But, fair one, yon I know do so much hate 
A foul ingratitude, you will not look 
1 should do this for nothing. 

Viola, I will work ^ 

As much out as 1 can, and take as little; and 
That you shall have as duly paid to you® 

As ever servant did. 

VaL But give me now 
A trial of it, [that] I may believe! 

We are alone; shew me how thou wilt kiss 
And hug me hard, when I have stolen away 
From my too-clamorous wife that watches me. 
To spend a blessed hour or two with thee ! 

Viola, Is this the love you mean? You would 
have that 

Is not in me to give; you would have lust. 

Val. Not to dissemble, or to mince the word, 
'Tis lust I wish indeed. 

Viola. And, by my troth, 

I have it not! For Heaven’s sake, use me kindly. 
Though 1 be good, and shew perhaps a monster. 
As this world goes ! 

Val, I do but speak to thee; 

Thy answers are thy own ; I compel none: 

But if thou refuse this motion, 

Thou art not then for me. Alas, good soul! 
What protit can thy work bring me ? 

Viola. But I fear: I pray go! for lust, they say, 
will grow 

Outrageous, being denied. I give you-thanks 
For all your courtesies, and there’s a jewel 
I’hat’s worth the taking, that I did preserve 
Safe from the robbers. Pray you leave me here 
Just as you found me, a poor innocent, 

^ I'hat you sliaii have as duly paid to you.l i. e. the proceeds of 
tver laboui. 
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And Heaven will bless you for it! 

F al. Pretty maid, 

I am no robber, nor no ravisber. 

I pray thee keep tby jewel. I have done 
Ko wronjr to thee. Though thou be’st virtuous. 
And in extremity, I do not know 
Thiit 1 am bound to keep thee. 

Fio/a. No, sir; 

I\)r God’s sake, if you know an honest man 
In all these countries, give me some direction^ 
To find him out! 

J a/. More honest than myself. 

Good sooth, I do not know : I would have lain 
M itii rhec, with thy consent; and who would not 
In all these parts, is past my memory. 

1 am soiry for thee. Farewell, gentle maid ; 

God keep tlicc safe! [Exif, 

/ 'ia/c/. I thank you, sir; and you I 
AVoman, tliey say, was only made of man : 
IVictiiinks ’tis strange they should be so unlike ? 

1» may be, all the best was cut away 
To make the woman, and the naught was left 
Beliind with him.—I’ll sit me down ami weep ’ 
All things have cast me from ’em but the eaith . 

o 

The evening comes, and every little flower 
Droops now, as well as I. 

Etiier Nan and Madge, with ndlli-pmly 

Nan. Good Madge, 

Let’s rest a little; by my troth, 

I am weary. This new pail is a plaguy heavy one ; 
HV^oiild Tom w^ere bang’d for chusiiig it! 

Tis the uiitoward’st fool in a country. 

Madge, With all my heart, and 1 thank you 
too, Nan, 
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Viola, What true contented happiness dwells 
here, 

More than in cities! 'Would to God my father 

Had lived like one of these, and bred me up 

To milk, and do as they do! Me thinks ’tis 

A life that I would choose, if I wfere now 

To tell my time again, above a prince’s — 

Maids, for charity, give a poor wench one draught 
of milk, 

That weariness and hunger have nigh famish’d ! 

Nan. If I had but one cow's milk in all the 
wo lid. 

You should have some on’t: There; drink more! 
the cheese 

Shall pay for it. Alas, poor heart, she’s dry. • 

Madge. Do 3 ^ou dwell hcieabouts ? 

Viola, No ; ’would 1 did * 

Nan, Madge, if she do not look like my cou¬ 
sin Sue 

O’ th’ IMoor-lane, as one thing can look like an¬ 
other ! 

Madge. Nay ; Sue has a hazle eye, I know Sue 
well: 

And, by your leave, not so trim a body neither; 

1 hib IS a feat-bodied thing’ I tell you. 

Nan. She laces close. 

By the mass, 1 warrant you ; and so does Sue too. 

Viola, I thank you for your gentleness, fair 
inai(l->. 

Aan. Drink again, pray thee ! ,. 

Viola. I am satisfied; and Heaven reward thee 
for’t! 

Yet thus far I’ll compel 3011 , to accept 

These trifles, toys only that ex pi css my thanks, 


7 7/ui /i a {LAi'bodied thing.] Minsheu explams ftiity fine, neat, 
hicn e. 
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For greater worth I am sure they have not in them. 

Indeed you shall; I found them as I came. 
JMadge ! look you here, Madge! 

Madge. Nay, I have as fine a one as you; mine is 

All gold, and painted, and a precious stone in't: 

I warrant it cost a crown, wench. 

Nan. But mine 

Is the most sumptuous one that e’er I saw. 

Fiola. One favour you must do me more, 

For you are well acquainted here. 

Nan. Indeed we’ll do you any kindness, sister. 

Viola. Only to send me to some honest place, 

Where I may find a service. * 

Nan. Uds me, our Dorothy went away but last 
week, 

And I know my mistress wants a maid, and why 

May she not he placed there ? This is a likely 
wench, 

I tell you truly, and a good wench, I warrant her. 

Madge. And ’tis a hard case, if we that have 
served 

Four years a-piece, cannot bring in one servant; 

We will prefer her.—Hark you, sister! Pray what’s 
your name ? 

Viola. Melvia. 

Nan, A feat name, i’faith ! And can you milk 
a cow ) 

And make a merry-bush ? That’s nothing. 

Viola. 1 shall learn (juickly. 

Nan. And dress a house with flowers ? and serve 
•* . ^ 
a pig r 

(This you must do, for we deal in the dairy) 

And make a bed or two ? 

Viola. I hope I shall. 

Nan. But be sure to keep the men out; they 
will mar 

All that you make else, I know that by myself; 
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For I have been so touz’d among ’em in my days! 
Come, you shall e cn home with us, 

And be our fellow; our house is so honest, 

And we serve a very good woman, and a gentle¬ 
woman ! 

And we live as merrily, and dance o’ good days 
After even-song. Our wake shall be on Sunday: 
Do you know^ what a wake is? We have mighty 
cheer then, 

And such a coil, ’twould bless ye ! 

You must not be so bashful, }ou’lI spoil all. 

Madge, Let’s home, for God’s sake ! 

My mistress thinks by this time we are lost. 
Come, we’ll have a care of you, I warrant you : 
But you must tell my mistress where you were 
born. 

And every tiling that belongs to you, and the 
strangest things 

You can devise, for she loves those extremely; 
Tis no matter whether they be true or no. 

She’s not so scrupulous. You must be our sister, 
And love us best, and tell us every tiling; 

And, when cold weather comes, we’ll lie together : 
Will you do this? 
f'iola. Yes. 

Nan, Then home again, o’ God’s name! Can 
you go apace ? 

Viola, I warrant you [Ej^eunL 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


The Country, 


Enter Pedro and Silvio,® severallif. 

Pedro. How now ? any good news yet ^ 

Silx'io. ’Faith, not any }et. 

Pedro. This comes o’ tippling* ’Would Tvveu- 
treason, an’t pUvi'ie God, 

To drink more tlian three draughis at a meal. 
Silvio. When did ou Rici’rdo? 

Pedro, I cross'd him twice to-clay. 

Silvio, You Iiave heard of 
A young wench that was seen last night i' 

Pedro. Yes. 

Silvio. Has Ricardo lieaid of this r 
Pedro. Yes; and I think he’s ridden after. 
Farewell! Fll have another round. 

Silvio. If you hear any thing, 

Pray spare no horse-flesh; I will do the like. 
Pedro, Do,. . « \Ejceu7it. 


« Enter and severally.'] The di«onance bciUCMi 

the persons, in the stage direction, and *hose in the text, is toe 
glaring to be overlooked*— 



Scene IL] THE COXCOMB. 


SI 


SCENE II. 


A Room in the House o/* Valerio. 


Emt, Ricardo and Valerio. 

Htr, Sir, 1 (I’d t^iink ’twas you, by all descrip- 
tiun >. 
i fd Tih so : 

1 lie*- lip jjfiiUvd, the manner how 
\ o»A have hcarh 'ready, .iua A’liat she had about 
her, 

(As jewels, gold, and other trifling things) 

And what my end was, which because she slighted, 
I left her there i’ th’ fields. 

Ric, Left in the fields ? Could any but a rogue, 
That had despised humanity and goodness, 

(u)dj law, and credit, and had set himself 
To lose his noblest part, and be a beast, 

Have left so innocent unmatched a virtue 
To the rude mercy of a wilderness ? 

Fal, Sir, if you come to rail, pray quit my house! 
1 do not UfjC ( have such language given 
W ithin my doors to me. For your wench. 

You may go seek her with more patience; 

She’s tame enough, I warrant you. 

Ric. Pray forgive me, 

(I do confess my much forgetfulness) 

And weigh my words no farther, I beseech you, 


VOL. IX, 


F 
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Than a mere madness ! for such a grief has seized 
me, 

So strong and deadly, as a punishment. 

And a just one, too, 

That *tis a greater wonder I am living, 

Than any thing I utter. Yet, let me tell you 
Thus much ; it was a fault for leaving her 
So in the fields. 

ral. Sir, I will think so now ; 

And, credit me, you have so wrought me with 
Your grief, that I do both forgive and pity you: 
And if you’ll please to take a bed this night here. 
To-morrow I will bring you where I left her. 

Ilk'. I thank you, no! Shall I be so unworthy 
To think upon a bed, or ease, or comfort, 

And have iny heart stray from me, Cod knows 
where. 

Cold and forsaken, destitute of friends, 

And all good comforts else, unless some tree. 
Whose speechless charity must better ours, 

With which the bitter east winds made their sport 
And sung through hourly, hath invited her 
To keep olThalf a day?® Shall she be thus, 


9 To leep off half a <Iay *Tis pity lliis fine passajre should be 
clogged with the least obsciirily. But what is htilj a day here ?— 
The twelve hours tt the night ? Or may day here signify the open 
fftr, as the miners use it in Deibyshirc. When the ore is brought 
from under ground, they say, Ifs brought to day. If this last may¬ 
be allowed, the sentiment is extremely just. To keep off only half 
the inclcmen y of the air.-Syinpso/i. 

The expression, wc think, means to keep off the rceather during 
half a day; “ The twelve hours of the night'' is a ridiculous pre¬ 
ciseness.—Ed. 1778. 

Syrapson's rclinemcnt renders the passage very ludicrous ; and 
the explanation of the last cditois is simple as it is convincing. 
Mason cavils at the old text on another scote, as it conveys to him 
“ no idea whatsoever," He would therefore read—To sleep off 
half a day. 1 have no hesitation in pronouncing this variation so 
decidedly vulgar, that I should prefer the text, though it did not 
convey the plain sense which it certainly dees bear. 
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And I draw in soft slumbers ? God'forhid ! 

No, ni^ht and bitter coldness, I provoke thee, 
And all the dews that hang upon thy locks, 
Showers, hails, snows, frosts, and two-edged winds 
that prime' 

The maiden blossoms; I provoke you all, 

And dare expose this body to your sharpness, 

Till I be made a land-mark ! 

Val, Will you then stay and eat witli me.? 

Ric. You are angry with me, I know you’re 
angry; 

you would not bid me eat else. My poor mistress, 
Eor aught I know, thou art famish’d; for what else 
Can the fields yield thee, and the stubborn'season, 
That yet holds in the fruit ?—Good gentle sir, 
Think not ill manners in me for denying 
Your offer'd meat! for sure I cannot cat 
While I do tliink she wants. Well, I’m a rascal, 
A villain, slave, that only was begotten 
To murder women, and of them the best. 

Val. This is a strange aflliction ! If you will 


i/tal prime 

7Vie maiden blossoms.^ Here wc have another di/TicuIty to cn- 
t:ounter, which, 1 am afraid, is not capable of being explained into 
sense, and therefore must be cured another way. To prime bios* 
soms, i. e. to nip, or jiiake ihem uitker, is, I fancy, an expression 
for which there can be found no authority, and so the less likely 
to have any claim for a place here. There are two ways of ma¬ 
king this passage sense; the first is by reading thus ,—that prune, 
iic., which Mr Seward concurred with me in; the other, and 
which 1 like better, is this:— 

- that pine 

The maiden hlosioms, St/mpsoh, 

Perhaps priTKe the maiden bloswms might have been intended to 
signify to cut them ojfin their prime.— Kd. 1778. 

1 am strongly inclined to adopt Seward’s amendment, never ha¬ 
ving met with the word prime in any sense similar to that which ii 
evidently required in the text. 1‘? 
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Accept no greater courtesy, yet drink, sir. 

Ric. Now I am sure you hate me: An you knew 
What kind of man I am—as indeed ’tis fit 
That every man should know me, to avoid me. 

If you have peace within you, sir, or goodness, 
Name that abhorred word drink no more unto me ^ 
You had safer strike me. 

I pray you do not, if you love me, do not! 

Sir, 1 mean no ill by't. 

Ric. It may be so; 

Nor let me see none, sir, if you love Heaven * 
You know not what offence it is unto me; 

Nor, good now, do not ask me why; And I warn 
You once again, let no man else speak of it! 

I fear your servants will be prating to me. 

VaL Why, sir, what ail you 

Ric. I hate drink, there’s the end on’t; 

And that man that drinks with meat is damn'd,"' 
Without an age of prayers and repentance ; 

And there’s a hazard too: Good sir, no more I 
If you will do me a free courtesy, 

That I shall know for one, go take your horse. 
And bring me to the place where you left her. 

VaL Since you are so importunate, I will: 

But I will wish, sir, you had stay’d to-night; 
Upon my credit, you shall see no drink. 

Ric. Be gone! the hearing of it makes me giddy “ 
Sir, will you be entreated to forbear it ? 

1 shall be mad else. 


* And that man that drinks with meat ts damndi] As the line 
is deficient by a syllable, wh}' may we not preserve the sentiment, 
and restore the measure, by reading thus : 

And that man that drinks without meat is damn'd. Sympson, 

If we adopt Sympson’s amendment the metre is equally de¬ 
fective, and It is a stronger expression to say, that he who drinks 
even with his meat is damned.—Mason. 
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VaL I pray no more of that! I am quiet; 

I’ll but walk in, and away straight. 

Eic. Now I thank you ! 

But what you do, do in a twinkling, sir ! 

VaL As soon as may be. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


A Room in the House of Mercury’s Mother, 

Enter Mother, Viola, Nav, and Madge. 

Mother. this the wench? You have brought 
me some catch, I warrant. 

How daringly^ she looks upon the matter ! 

Ves, forsooth, this is the maiden. 
Mother. Come hither! Would you serve ? 

Viola. If it shall please you to accept my ser¬ 
vice ; 

I hope I shall do something that shall like you, 
Though it be but truth, and often praying for you. 
Mother. You are very curious of your hand mc- 
thinks, 

You preserve it so with gloves: Let me see it!— 
Ay, marry, here’s a hand of marchpane,"^ wenches I 
This pretty palm never knew sorrow yet; 

How soft it is, 1 warrant you, and supple! 

O’ my word, this is fitter for a pocket, 

s How injuringly."] Corrected in 1679* 

* Mat chpane.l For the nature of this confection the reader is 
r'^ferreu tu vol. II. pp. Il6, 456' 
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To filch withal, than to work : I fear me, little one. 
You are no better than you should be; go to! 

Viola, My conscieiiceyet is but one witness to me, 
And that, Heaven knows, is of mine innocence: 
’Tis true, 1 must confess with shame enough, 

Tlie time that I have led yet never taught me 
What ’twas to break a sleep, or to be weary. 

Mother, You can say well; 

If you be mine, wench, you must do well too, 

For words are but slow workers: Yet, so much hope 
I have of you, that I will take you, so 
You will be diligent, and do your duty. 

How now ? 


Enter Alexander. 

Ate.r. There Is a messenger come from your son. 
That brings you word he is returned from travel, 
And will be here this night. 

Mother, Now joy upon thee for it! thou art ever 
A bringer of good tidings; there, drink that! 

[Gives him money. 
In troth thou hast much contented me. My son ? 
Lord, how thou hast pleased me! shall I see my son 
Yet ere 1 die? Take care my house be handsome. 
And thenew stools set out, and boughs and rushes,* 
And flowers for the window,^ and the Turkey car¬ 
pet, 

And the great parcel salt,® Nan, with the cruets ! 

^ Rushs.'l The custom of strewing fresh rushes upon the floor 
on the arrival of a stranger, or on any festive occasion, is alluded 
to more than once in these plays.—>Sec vol. IV. p. 410. As the 
custom is mentioned in the Proemio to Boccaccio’s Decameron, it 
is probable that at one time it was universal throughout Europe. 

* - the great parcel salt.] By the epithet o( parcely we must 

evidently understand parcel-giity which is an ezpiessiun of which 
no less than six instances are collected in the notes of the difl’crenl 
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Aiul pr ythee, Alexander, go to the cook, 

And bid him spare for nothing, niy sou’s come 
home ! 

Who’s come with him ? 

Akx, I hear of none yet, but a gentlewoman. 

Mother, A gentlewoman ? what gentlewoman ? 

Akx. 1 know not; but such a one there is, he 
says. 

Mother. Pray God he have not cast away him¬ 
self 

Upon some snout-fair j)iece 1 I do not like it. 

Alex. No, sure mv master has more discretion. 

Mother. Well, be it how it will, lie shall be 
welcome. 

Sirs,’ to your tasks, and shew this little novice 

How to bestir herself! I'll sort out things. 

, [Exit. 

Madge. We will, forsooth : I can tell you, my 
mistress is 

A stirring woman. 

Nan. Lord, how she’ll talk sometimes ! 

’Tis the maddest cricket-' 


commentators on the expression, “ parceJ-gill goblet,” in Siiak> 
apeare's Ilemy IV. part 1, I’he expression, winch signifies that 
only part of the piece of plate was gilt, was piobahly so common, 
that, by an ellipsis of the last term, parcel was used singly in the 
same sense. The gieat size of the salt-cellars in use at the time 
of our poets may be collected from the ensuing passage; “ Oh 
my great bell-salt!—Did you not •'cc a fellow about dour with a 
«reatsilvtr salt under his arm — Middleton's Your Five GaUanls, 
Warton observes, that “ towaids the head of the table was pla¬ 
ced a large and lofty piece of plate, the top of which, m a broad 
cavity, held the salt for the whole company. One of these sall- 
cellais is still preserved, and in use, at Wiiichcster College.”— 

Engl. Poetryf vol. IV. p. 22. 

^ 5irs.] This appellation, it seems, as well as sirrah, was an¬ 
ciently addressed to women as well as men. 'Ihe latter occurs 
on the very ne.xt page, where one of the maids calls the othei 
^vrah. 
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Viola, Metliinks she talks well, 

And shews a great deal of good housewifery. 

Pray let me deck the chambers, shall I ? 

Nan. Yes, 

You shall; but do not scorn to be advised, sister, 
For there belongs more to that than you’re aware 
on: 

Why would you venture so fondly upon the 
strowings ? 

There’s mighty matters in them, I’ll assure you. 
And in the spreading of a bough-pot; you may 
miss, 

If you were ten years elder, if you take not 
A special care befoie you. 

Viola. I will learn willingly, if that be all. 

Nan. Sirrah, where is’t they say my young mas¬ 
ter hath been ? 0 

Madge. ’Faith, I know not; beyond the sea. 
Where they are born without noses.* 

Nan. Jesse, bless us ! without noses ? 

How do they do for handkerchiefs? 

Madge. So Richard says : 

And, sirrah, their feet stand in their foreheads. 

Nan. That’s fine, by my troth! 

These men have pestilent running heads then. 

Do they speak as we do ? 

Madge. No, they never speak. 

Nan. Are they cursen’d 

* Where they are horn without This, and the ensuing tie 

sciiptions of men wonderfully made, arc in ridicule of the strange 
relations of Sir Walter Raleigh, and other contemporary travellers. 
Shakspeare, too, alludes to similar monsters in a more seiious 
manner, Mvhere Othello is said to have told Desdemona—> 

--“ Of the cannibals that each other eat, 

The anthropophagi, and men Mrhose heads 
Do grow beneath their shouldeis.*' 

9 Are they cursen’d.] This is still the vulgar manner of pra* 
nouncing chiistened, bee above, p. 43. 
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Madge, No, they call them infidels; 

I know not what they are. 

Nan. Sirrah, we shall have 
Fine courting now my young master is come home. 
Were you never courted, sister ? 

Fiola. Alas, I know it not. 

Madge. What is that courting, sirrah ? 

Nan. 1 can tell, 

For I was once courted in the matted chainher : 
You know the party, Madge; ’faith, he courtcil 
finely ! 

Madge. Pray thee what is’t ? 

Nan. ’Faith, nothing, but he was somewhat 
figent' with me; 

'Faith, ’tis &ie sport, this courting. 

Alex. [JFifhin.] Where be the maids there: 
kludge. W^e shall be liang il anon ! Away, good 
wenches ! 

And have a care you dight things handsomely; 

1 will look over you. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


Another in the same. 


Enter MerclUy a«</MAKXA, 

Aferc. If your sorrow 

Will give you so far leave, pray think yourself 
• Figent. i. e. Troublesome, meddling, figgety. See vol V, 

p. 186 '. 



150 , THE COXCOMB. [Act IV. 
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Most welcome to this place, for so upon 
My life you are; and for your own fair sake, 
Take truce awhile with these iiumodeiate mouiii> 
ings ! 

Maria. 1 thank you, sir ; I shall do what I may. 
Pray lead me to a cltainber. 

Mother and Alexander. 

Merc, Presently.— 

Before your blessiiijif, mother, I entreat you 
To know this gentlewoman, and bid her .welcome, 
The virtuous wi^’e of him that was myself 
In all my travels! [Kmek. 

Mother. Indeed she is most W'clcome; so aie 
you, son. 

Now, all my blessing on thee, thou liast made me 
Younger by twenty years than I was yesterday ! 
Will you walk in? What ails this gentlewoman ^ 
Alas, I fear she is not well: Good gentlewoman ’ 
Merc. You fear riglit. 

Mother. She has fasted over long; 

You shall have supper presently o’ tlf boaid. 
Merc. She will not eat, I can assure you, mo¬ 
ther. 

For God’s sake, let your maid conduct her up 
Into some fair becoming chamber, fit for 
A woman of her being, and as soon as may be ! 

I know she’s very ill, and would have rest. 

Mother. There is one ready for her, the blue 
chamber. 

Merc, *Tis well: Pll lead 3 ’ou to your chamber- 
door, 

And there I’ll leave you to your own quiet, mis¬ 
tress. 

Maria. I thank vou, sir! Good rest to even 
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You'll see me once again to-night, I hope. 

M(rc. When you shall please, I’ll wait upon 
you, lady. 

Mother. Where are these maids ? Attend upon 
the gentlewoman, 

And see she want no good thing in the house ! 
Good night with all my heart, foisooth !—Good 
Lord, \_Evit Makia. 

How you are grown ! Is he not, Alexander? 

Ak.i\ Yes, truly; he’s shot up finely, God he 
thanked! 

Merc. An ill weed, mother, will do so. 

Ale.v. You say true, sir; an ill weed grows a- 
pace. 

Merc. Alexander the sharp, you take me vci v 
quickly. 

Mother. Nay, 1 can tell you, Alexander will do it. 
Do you read ]\Iadcap still ? 

Merc. Sometimes, forsooth.® 

Mother. But ’faith, son, what countries have 
you travell’d? 

Merc. Why, many, mother, as they lay bcfoic 
me; 

France, Spain, Italy, and Germany, 

And other provinces, that I am sure 
You aie not better’d by, when you hear of them. 
Mother. And can you these tongues perfectly? 
Merc. Of some 
A little, mother. 

Mother. Fray, spout some French, son. 

Merc. You understand it not; and to your cars 

* Alex. Somctimesyforsooth.l It is evident tliat this repl> be¬ 
longs to Mercury, not to Alexander, who knew nothing ot Mer¬ 
cury’s conduct during his travels ; and it as to Mercury that the 
question i!> addrei>sed.— 

1 he preceding line alludes to an old satirical pamphlet, en¬ 
titled IVijUirs Madcap. 
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^Twill go like an unshod cart upon the stones, 
Only a rough unhandsome sound. 

Mother. Taith, I would fain hear some French, 
Alex. Good sir, speak some French to my mis¬ 
tress. 

Merc. At your entreaty, Alexander, I will 
Who shall I speak to ? 

Alex. If your worship 
Will do me the favour, sir, to me. 

jMcic. Monsieur poltron^ 

Cocu, couillon^ haisez inon cH I 
Alex. Owi, monsieur.^ 

Mother. Ha, ha, ha ! this is fine, indeed ! 

God’s blessing on thy heart, son! By my troth. 
Thou art grown a proper gentleman I Cullen and 
pullen. 

Good God, what sawcy^ words they use beyond 
the seas! 

Ha, ha, ha ! 

Alex. Did not you swear right ? 

Merc. Yes, good Alexander, 

If you had done so too. But, good mother, 

1 am very hungry, and have rid far to-day, 

And am fasting. 

Mother. You shall have your supper presently, 
my sweet son, 

Merc. As soon as you please; which, once ended, 
ril go and visit yon sick gentlewoman. 

Mother, Come then ! {^Exeunt. 

3 MomeiTy Pottltrout Coukete, Cullionc^ Besaj/t Man cut. 

Alex. AvCf Mounseir.'] From this specimen, it would seem that 
the editors of the folios did not understand French any better than 
Mercury’s mother. 

^ .1 I....... aucey words ] So the first folio, from which the text is 

taken. The second tolio, In the next verse, the latte.' 

and the modem copies read—*” Did not I answer right 
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SCENE V. 


A Hall in the same. 


Enter Anto^tio, like a posi^ with a letter. 

Ant. I have ridden like a fury, to make up this 
work ; 

\.nd I will do it bravely ere I leave it. 

This is the house, I am sure. 

Enter Alexander. 

Alei\ Who would you speak with, sir ? 

Ant. Marry, sir, I would speak with 
A gentlewoman came this night late here from the 
city: 

T have some letters of importance to her. 

1 am a post, sir, and would be dispatch'd 
In haste. 

A/esr. Sir, cannot I deliver ’em? 

For, the truth is, she’s ill, and in her chamber. 
Ant. Pray pardon me; Ijnust needs speak with 
her, 

My business is so weighty. 

Alejr. ril tell her so, 

And bring you present word. 

Ant. Pray do so, and I’ll attend her. 

[E.vit Alexander. 

Pray God, the grief of my imagined death 
Spoil not what I intend! I hope it will not. 

2 
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Re-enter Alexander. 

Ahv. Though she be very ill, and desires ii« 
trouble. 

Yet, if your business be so urgent, you may 
Come up and speak with her. 

A fit, 1 thank you, sir; I follow you. {Ereioit. 


SCENE VI. 


A Bed Chamber in the same. 


Enter Maria. 

Maria. What should this fellow be, i' th’ name 
o* Heaven, 

That comes with such post business ? Sure my 
husband hath 

Jlevcal’d himself, and in this haste sent after me. 

Enter Antonio, 

Aie you the post, my friend? 

Ant. Yes, forsooth, mistress. 

Maria. What good neNV's hast thou brought me, 
gentle post ? 

For I have woe and grief too much already. 

Ant, I would you had less, mistress, I could 
wish it.— 
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Beshrew my heart, she moves me cruelly ! [Aside. 
Maria. Have I found you once more, juggler ? 

[^Aside. 

Well, jewel, thou hast only virtue in thee, 

Of all I read of yet: What ears has this ass 
To betray him with !—Well, what’s your business 
then r 

Ant, I have brought a letter fioni your servant, 
mistress, 

In haste. 

Aluria. Pray give it me; I hope the best still. 
Ant. This is the upshot, and 1 know 1 liave hit 
it! [Aside. 

Well, if tlic spirits of the dead do walk, 

I shall hear more of this an hundred years hence. 
Maria. [Reading.l “ By any means, you must 
have special care; 

For now this cit^ is possess'd* for certain,. 

Aly master is made away; 

Which, for aught 1 know, is a truth indeed. 

Good mistress, leave your grief, and see your dan¬ 
ger, 

And let that wise and noble gentleman 
With wliom you are, be your right hand in all 
things !*’ 

Ant. Now ilo 1 know I have the better on’t! 

[Aside. 

By the languishing of her eye at this near instant. 
It is still simining® in her blood, in coining 
Sc mewhat to turn JMcrcury, I know it. 

Maruu He is my husband, and ’tis reasonable 

[Aside. 

' Posfcss*d.] i. e. Inlormed, acquainted. In Ben Jonson^a 
F.\cry Alan in Ins Ilumoui, Bobadil sa}S to Alaslcr Alatthcw,— 
“ Z’o'iCAs no gentleman ot our acquaintance with notice of my 
lodginc.” 

Snnnttng.'l We would now i&y ■“^simmering. 
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lie should command in all things: Since he will be 
An ass against the hair,’ at his own peril 
Be it!—In the morn you shall have a packet, 

Till when, I must entreat you, stay; you shall not 
lose by it 

I do not doubt it, mistress: 
ril leave you to your rest, and wait your pleasure. 
Maria, Do; and seek out the gentleman o’ th’ 
house; 

Bid him come to me presently. 

Ant, Wiio ? Master Mercury ? 

Maria. Do you know him, post ? 

Ant, Only by sight, forsooth : Now I remem¬ 
ber 

Your servant willed me to let you know 
He is the only man you and your fortunes 
Are now to rest upon. 

Maria, Pr’ythee, no more; I know all this al¬ 
ready. 

Ant, I’ll take my leave now.—I am made for 
ever! 

Maria. Good night!— {Exit Antonio. 

I am provided for you, my fine youth. {Exit, 


’ An ass against the hair,] In the first pait of Henry IV. Won 
cester says<.- 

The quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no division 

and Dr Johnson remarks, that ** the hair seems to be the 
plexioiif the character. The metaphor appears harsh to Ui, but, 
perhaps, was familiar in our author’s time. We still say, soini*- 
thing IS aqaifist the hair^ as against the grain, that is, against the 
natural tendency;” and Mr Steevens adds, “ In an old comedy, 
called The Family of Love, I met with an expression which \ery 
well supports Dr Johnson’s first explanation : “ They say I am of 
rlu* right/iffiV, and indeed they may stand to it.”—Ed. 177^^' 
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SCENE VII. 


A Room in the same. 


Enter Mother, beating Viola, and Alexander 
with a broken glass. 

Mother. I’ll make thee have more care. 

Viola. Good mistress, pardon me ! 

Mother. Thou’lt ne’er be good, I warrant thee I 
Can your fine fingers hold no faster? 

Viola. Indeed, 

It was against my will. 

Mother. Alexander, 

Let’s see the glass! As Fm true kirsome’ woman, 
It is one of the crystal glasses my cousin sent me! 
And tile baggage hath broke it where it cannot 
be mended. 

Alexander, can Humphry mend this, think you? 
Alex. No, truly, this will ne’er be mended. 
Viola. Truly, 

I meant but to wash it for the gentlewoman 
That’s sick above, and, shaking out the water. 
Knock’d it against the pail side. 

Mother. Did you so r 

Be sure I’ll stoj) it I ’twill make a good gap in 
Your quaiter’s wages, I can tell you. 

Viola. 1 pray forgive me, 

And let me have no wages this first quarter. 

^ Kirsome."] An intended corruption of Chruttan. 

VOL. IX. O 
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Mother, Go, whimling, and fetch two or three 
grating loaves 

Out of the kitchen, to make gingerbread of. 

’Tis such an untoward thing! [Exit Viola. 

Alex. She*s somewhat simple, 

Indeed ; she knew not what a kimnel® was ; 

She wants good nurture mightily. 

Mother. My son tells me, Alexander, 

That this young widow means to sojourn here ; 
She offers largely for her board, I may 
Offer her good cheer. Pr’ythee make a step 
1’ th* morning down to the parsonage for some 
pigeons !— [iVowe within. 

What, are you mad there ^ what noise is that ? 
Are you at bowls within } Why do you whine ? 

Enter Viola, weeping. 

Viola. I have done another fault; I beseech 
you. 

Sweet mistress, forgive me! 

Mother. What’s the matter? 

V\ola. As I was reaching for the bread that lay 
Upon the shelf, I have thrown down the minced 
meat, 

That should have made the pies to-morrow. 
Mother. Get thee 

Out of my house, thou filthy destroying harlot 
thou! 

ril not keep thee an hour longer. 

Viola. Good mistress, beat me rather for my 
fault, 

As much as it deserves ! I do not know 
Whither to go. 

Mother. No, I warrant thee; out of my doors! 


* Ktmncl.l Or htmtin^ is a powdering-tub.— 
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Viola. Indeed I’ll mend.—I pray speak you for 
me ! 

Ale>r. If thou hadst hurl’d down any thing but 
the pie meat, 

I would have spoke for thee; but I cannot find 
in my heart now. 

Mother. Art thou here yet ? I think I must have 
An oflicer to thrust thee out of my doors, must 1 ? 

Viola. Why, you may stop this in my wages too ; 
For God’s sake, do! I’ll find myself this year, 

And let me stay. 

Mother* Thou’t spoil ten times as much. 

I’ll cudgel thee out of my doors. 

Viola. I am assured you are more merciful, 
Than thus to beat me and discharge me too. 
Mother. Dost thou dispute with me?—Alexan¬ 
der, carry 

The prating hilding forth. 

Viola. Good mistress, hear me! I have here a 
jewel [Awee/y. 

My mother left me, and ’tis something worth : 
Receive it; and when all my faults together 
Come to the worth of that, then turn me forth; 
Till then, I pray you keep me. 

Mother. Whatjiggumbob have we here? 

Pray (lod, you have not pilfer’d this somewhere. 
Thou art such a puling thing ! Wipe your eyes, 
And rise; go your ways.—Alexander, 

Bid the cook mince some more meat.—Come, 

And get you to bed quickly, that you may 
Up be time i’ th’ morning a milking, 

Or you and 1 shall fall out worse yet. 

^Exeunt Mother and Alexander. 
Viola. She has hurt my arm : 1 am afraid she is 
A very angry woman ; but bless him, Heaven, 
That did me the most wrong! 1 am afraid 
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Antonio’s wife should see inc ; she will know me. 
Mother, [mthin,] Melvia! 

Viola, I am coming; she’s not angry again, I 
hope! [Evit. 


SCENE VIIL 


A Bed-room in the same. 


Enter Mercury. 

Merc, Now what am I the better for enjoying 
This woman that I loved so ? All I find, 

That I before imagined to be happy. 

Now I have done it, turns to nothing else 
But a poor, pitied, and a base repentance. 
Udsfoot, 1 am monstrous angry with myself! 
Why should a man, that has discourse and reason,® 
And knows how near he loses all in these things, 
Covet to have his wishes satisfied ? 

Which, when they are, are nothing but the shame. 
I do begin to loath this woman strangely, 

And I think justly too, that durst adventuie 
Flinging away her modesty, to take 
A stranger to her bed, (her husband s body 

9 Discourse and reason.'} So in MassingerS Unnatural Conibal. 

** It adds to roy calamity that I have 
Discourse and reasm,** 

The reader is referred, for a very ingenious comment on thc£( 
tvords, to Mr Gifford's Massinger, vol. I. p. 142). 
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Being scarce cold i* th’ earth) for her content 
It was no more to take my senses with, 

Than if I had an idle dream in sleep: 

Yet I have made her promises, which grieves me. 
And I must keep ’em too.—I think she hunts me ! 
The devil cannot keep these women off. 

When they are flesh’d once.* 

Enter Maria, in night attire. 

Maria. To bed, for God s sake, sir ! 

Why do you stay here ^ Some are up i’ th’ house; 
I hcaid the wife.* Good dear sweetheart, to bed. 

Merc. Why, 1 am going! Why do you follow me ? 
You would not have it known, I hope. Pi ay get 
you 

Back to j our chamber ’ the door’s hard by. For me, 
Let me alone; I wan ant you!—^This it is [Abide. 
To thiesh well; I have got a customer ’— 

Will you go to bed? 

Maria. Will you? 

Alerc. Yes, I am going. 

Maria. Then remember your promise you made 
to marry me. 

Men. I will; but it was your fault that it came 
To this pinch now, that it must need remem¬ 
brance : 

For, out of honesty, I offer’d you 
To marry you first; why did you slack that ofier ^ 
Maria. Alas, I told you th’ inconvenience of it, 

* Fletched once.^ Corrected in 17 j0. 

* I heard the wife.] Who is this wife ? She must mean the mo¬ 
ther, but calls her no where else by that name.—Maroa. 

The mistress of a house was formerly called, in England, (and 
lb ctill in Scotland) the goadwife of the house. 
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And what wrong it would appear to the world 
If I had married you in such post haste 
After his death: Beside, the foolish people 
Would have been bold to have thought we had 
lain 

Together in his time, and like enough 
Imagined we two had murderM him. 

Merc, I love her tongue yet! If I were a saint, 
A gdded saint, and such a thing as this 
Should prate thus wittily and feelingly 
Unto my holiness, I cannot tell, 

But 1 fear shrewdly 1 should do something 
That would quite scratch me out o* th’ calendar; 
And if 1 stay longer talking with her, though I 
am mad 

At what I have done already, yet I shall 
Forget myself again : I feel the devil 
Ready to hold my stirrup.—Pray, to bed! 

Good night! 

Maria, This kiss! good night, sweet love, 

And peace go with thee I —\Exit Mekcuiiy.] Thou 
hast proved thyself 

The honestest man that ever was enticed 
To that sweet sin, as people please to call it. 

Of lying with another’s wife; and I, 

I think, the honestest woman, without blushing, 
That e’er lay with another man. 1 sent my hus¬ 
band 

Into a cellar, post, fearing, and justly. 

He should have known him ; which I did not pur¬ 
pose 

Till I had had my end. 

Well, now this plot is perfect, let him brag on’t. 

{Exil. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


The House of the Justice, 

Enter Justice and Curio, with a paper. 

Just, By’r lady, sir, you have rid hard, that you 
have. 

Curio, Tliey that have business must do so, I 
take it. 

Just, You say true. When set you out, my 
friend ? 

Curio, About ten o’clock; and I have rid all 
night. 

Just, By the mass, you are tough indeed. I 
have seen the day ’ 

I would have rid too with the proudest of them. 
And fling dirt in their faces, and 1 have done’t 
with 

This foolish body,^ sir, many a time: 

But what can last always ? ’Tis done, ’tis done 
now, sir! 

Age, care, and office, bring us to our foot-cloths,”* 
The more the pity ! 

Curio, I believe that, sir; 

Bat will it please you to read the business? 

Just, ]\Iy friend, I can read, and 1 can tell you 
when. 

Thu foolish boy.3 As boy has nothing to which it can be re¬ 
ferred, 1 conjectured we should read body ; and Mr Theobald, 1 
found, had wrote the same in his margin.— 

* Foot-cloths,'\ i. e. Palfreys, so called from the cloathingor 
rapari&on in which they were anciently attired. 
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Curio. 'Would I could too, sir! for my haste re¬ 
quires it. 

Just. Whence comes it, do you say P 
Curio. Sir, from the city. 

Just. Oh, from the city; *tis a reverend place— 
Curio. An his justice be as short as his me¬ 
mory, {Aside. 

A dudgeon-dagger^ will serve him to mow down 
sin withall: 

What clod-pole commissioner is this! 

Just. And, by my faith, govern’d by worthy 
members, 

Discreet and upright 

Curio. Sir, they are beholding to you; 

You have given some of them a commendation 
They were not worthy of this twenty years. 

Just. Go to, go to I you have a merry meaning; 
I have found you, sir; i’faith, you are a wag; 
Away, fy!—Now I’ll read your letter. 

Curio. Prdy do, sir.—What a misery it is 
To have an urgent business wait the justice 
Of such an old tuff-taffata, that knows not. 

Nor can be brought to understand more sense 
Than how to restore suppressed alehouses, 

And have his man compound small trespasses 
For ten groats! 

Just. Sir, it seems here 
Your business is of deeper circumstance 
Than I conceived it for.—What do you mean, sir ? 
Curio. Tis for min# own ease, I’ll assure your 
worship.^ 

^ l^udgeoK'dagger^ Cotgrave explains dague a rocllcSy a Scot- 
tibh d;^ger, or dudgeon haft dagger.’^Reed. 

* ff^hat do uou meaUf nr f— 

*Tisfor mine oun ease, I*U assure your tcorship.] The Justice 
reproaches him for keeping his hat ctf, which Curio sa>s he doe^ 
fur hisewn ease.— Mason. 


9 
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JusL It sljall not be, i’faith, friend.—Here I 
‘ have it. 

That one Antonio, a gentleman— 

I take it so; yes, it is so—a gentleman. 

Is lately thought to have been made away; 

And, by my faith, upon a parlous ground too. 

If you consider. Well, there’s knavery in’t; 

I see that without spectacles. *** 

Cu) to. Sure this fellow deals in revelation, he’s 
so hidden; [Aside, 

(lO thy ways ! thou wilt stick a bench, spit’ as 
formally, 

And shew thy agot and hatch’d chain as well 
As the best of them. 

Just. And now I have consider’d, I believe it. 
Curio. What, sir.? 

Just. That he was murder’d. 

Curio. Did you know him ? 

,Tust. No. 

Curio. Nor how it is supposed ? 

Ju&t. No; nor I care not twopence, those arc 
toys; 

And yet I veiily believe he was murder’d. 

As sure as I believe thou art a man. 

1 never fail’d in these things yet. ’Ware a man 
That’s beaten to these matters ; experience 
Is a ceitain concealed thing that fails not. 

Pray let me ask you one thing ; why do yon come 
to me ? 

Curio, Because the letter is address’d to you, 
Being the nearest justice. 

Just. The nearest ? is that all ? 

Curio, I think it be, sir;— 

I would be loth you should be the wisest. [Aside. 
Just. Well, sir, as 'tis, 1 will endeavour in it: 


^ticK a bench spit,} Amended in 17^0. 
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Yet, if it had come to me by name, I know not. 
But 1 think it had been as soon dispatch’d 
As by another, and with as round a wisdom. 

Ay, and as happily ; but that's all one: 

1 have borne this place this thirty years, and up¬ 
wards, 

And with sufficient credit, and they may, 

When they please, know me better. To the 
nearest ? 

Well! 

Curio, Sir, *tis not my fault, for had I known 
You sooner- 

Just. I thank you, sir; I know it. 

Curio, ril be sworn [Aside, 

You should have play’d, for any business now. 

Just. And further, they have specified unto me, 
His wife’s sorely suspected in this matter, 

As a main cause. 

Curio, 1 think she be, sir, for 
No other cause can be yet found. 

Just, And one Mercury, a traveller, with whom 
They say directly she is run away, 

And, as they think, this way. 

Curio. 1 knew all this before. 

Just, Well, sir, this Mercury I know, and his 
breeding; 

A neighbour's child hard by: You have been 
happy, sir. 

In coming hither. 

Curio. Then you kribw where 
To have him, sir ? 

Just, 1 do, sir; he dwells near me. 

Curio. 1 doubt your worship dwells near a knave 
then. 

Just. 1 think so; pray put on! But 'tis a wonder 
To see how graceless people are now given, 
And'^ow base virtue is accounted with them, 
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That should be all in all, as says a wise man ! 

I tell you, sir, and ’tis true, that there have been 
Such murders, and of late days, as ’tvvould make 
Your very heart bleed in you; and some of them, 
As 1 shall be enabled, I will tell you. 

It fell out of late days- 

Cur 'w. It may be so. 

But will it please you to proceed in this? 

Just, An honest weaver, and as good a work¬ 
man 

As e’er shot shuttle, and as close— 

But every man must die—this honest weaver, 
Being a little mellow in his ale— 

That was the evidence, ^cerbatim, sir— 

God bless the mark, sprung his neck just in this 
place; 

Well, Jarvis, thou hadst wrongs, and, if I live, 
Some of the best shall sweat for’t! Then a wench— 
Curio. But, sir, you have forgot my business. 
Just. A sober pretty maid, about seventeen 
They say, certainly, howsoe’er *tis shuffled, 

She burst herself, and fondly, if it be so, 

With furmety* at a churching; but I think 
The devil had another agent in’t; 

Eitlier of which, if I can catch, shall stretch for’t. 
Curio. This is a mad Justice, that will hang the 
devil!— [Aside. 

But I would you would be short in this, beiore 
That other notice can be given. 

Just. Sir, ^ 

I will do discreetly what is fitting.^What, 
Antonio! 

Sere, Fit kin.] Your worship ! 

Just. Put on your best coat, 

And let your fellow Mark go to the constable, 


• Furmety,"] See voU VI. p. 24. 
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And bid him aid me with all the speed he can, 
And all the power; and provide pen and ink 
To take their confessions, and my long sword I ® 

1 cannot tell what danger we may meet with. 
You’ll go with us ? 

Curio* Yes ; what else ? 

1 came to that end to accuse both parties. 

Jus^» May I crave what you are ? 

Curio, ’Faith, sir, one 

That to be known would.not profit you more 
Than a near kinsman of the dead Antonio’s. 

Jusf, ’Tis well. I am sorry for my neighbour, 
truly. 

That he had no more grace; ’twill kill his mother: 
She is a good old woman. Will you walk in ? 

I %vill but put my cloak on, and my chain off. 
And a clean band, and have my shoes black’d 
over, 

And shift my jerkin, and we’ll to our business; 
And you shall see how I can boult these matters. 
Curio. As soon as’t please you, sir. \Exeunt, 


’ Long In Shakspeare*s Romeo and Juliet, Capulet 

says,—** Give me my Img sword and Dr Johnson remarks, 
** The long sword was the sword used in war, which was sometimes 
wielded with both hands."—£d. 1778. 
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SCENE ir. 


A Field, 


Enter Valerio and Ricardo. 

Val. This is the place; here did I leave the 
maid 

Alone last night, drying her tender eyes, 
Uncertain what to tlo, and yet desirous 
To have me gone. 

Rk, How rude are all we men, 

That take the name of civil to ourselves ! 

If she had set her foot upon an earth 
Where people live that we call barbarous, 

Though they had had no house to bring her to, 
They would have spoifd the glory that the spring 
Has decked the trees in, and with willing hands 
Have torn their branches down; and every man 
Would have become a builder for her sake.— 
What time left you her here ? 

VaL 1 left her when the sun had so much to set, 
As he is now got from his place of rise. 

Rk. So near the night, she could not wander far. 
—Fair Viola! 

Val, It is in vain to call; she sought a house, 
Without all question. 

Rk. Peace!—Fair Viola! 

Fair Viola!—Who would have left her here 



no 


THE COXCOMB. 


[Act V. 


On such a ground ? If you had meant to lose her, 
You might have found there were no echoes here 
To take her name,* and carry it about, 

When her true lover came to mourn for her, 

Till all the neighbouring vallies and the hills 
Resounded Viola; and such a place 
You should have chose! You pity us 
Because the dew a little wets our feet; * 


I - had meant to lose herj 

You might have found there were no echoes here 
To take her name,'] Sympson reads, 

- - Jf had meant to lose her^ 

You might have found where there no echoes were 
3'o take her name ; 

but surely the old text conveys the same sense.—Ed. 1778. 

Both Sympson and the last editors entirely mistake the mean¬ 
ing of this passage, which is this—“ If you meant to lose her, you 
should have chosen a place where there were echoes that would 
have resounded her name when her true lover should come to seek 
her : but you might have found there were no echoes here, and 
therefore should not have quitted her in such a place; you should 
have chosen a spot in which all the neighbouring hills and vallies 
should have resounded, Viola.—iliason. 

The first folio reads inches for echoes ! 

* I’ou fity us because 

The dewalittlCt &c.] These lines are so unworthy of our au¬ 
thors, that I can hardly think them theirs ; and I am sure the au¬ 
thor of Jeronimo X^hom our poets, as well as Shakspcarc and Jon- 
son, abuse) might, when they quote in derision this line of his, 

** Who calls Jeroiumo from his naked bed 

have justly retorted, 

—_— « xukere wandered she^ 

With two showers raining on her, from her eyes 

Continually, abundantly, from which 

There*s neither tree nor house to shelter her f Sympson. 

There is certainly some degree of conceit in this passage, but 
it was the common failing of the age, which Fletcher is far less 
guilty of than most of his contemporaries. Besides, a lover in the 



Scene IL] THE COXCOMB. 111 

(Unwor.thy far to seek her, in the wet!) 

And what becomes of her ? where wander’d she, 
With two showers raining on her, from her eyes 
Continually, abundantly, from which 
There’s neither tree nor house to shelter her?— 
Will you go with me to travel ? 

VaL Whither? 

liic. Over all the world. 

VaL No, by niy faith; I’ll make a shorter jour¬ 
ney 

When I do travel. 

Jlic. But there is no hope 
To gain iny end in any shorter way. 

VaL Why, what’s your end ? 
liic. It is to search the earth, 

Till we have found two in the shapes of men, 

As wicked as ourselves. 

Val. ’Twere not so hard 
To find out those. 

Ilk. Why, if wc find them out, 

It were the better; for what brave villainy 
Might we four do!—We would not keep together; 
For every one has treachery enough 
For twenty countries : One should trouble Asia; 
Another should sow strife in Africa; 

But you should play the knave at home in Europe; 
And, for America, let me alone. 

Fal. Sir, I am hones ter 
Than you know how to be, and can no more 
Be wrong’d, but I shall find myself a right. 

Ric. If you had any spark of honeky, 

You would not think that honester than I 


distracted state of mind in which Ricardo was, might indulge in 
hyperboles somewhat extravagant, without any great ofleuce against 
nature and taste. 
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Were a praise enough to serve your turn; 

If men were commonly so bad as I, 

Thieves would be put in calendars for saints ; 
And bones of murderers would work miracles. 

I am a kind of knave, of knave so much 
There is betwixt me, and the vilest else— 

But the next place of all to mine is yours. 

Enter Viola, Nan, and Madge, with pails, 

VaL That last is she; ’tis she ! 

Ric, Let us away ; 

We shall infect her ! let her have the wind, 

And we will kneel down here. 

Viola, Wenches, away! 

For here are men. 

Vat, Fair maid, I pray you stay. 

\Takes hold of Viola, 

Viola. Alas ! again ? 

Ric, Why do you lay hold on her ? 

I pray heartily, let her go. 

Val, With all my heart; I do not mean to hurt 
her. 

Ric. But stand away then ! for the purest bodies 
Will soonest take infection; stand away ! 

But for infecting her myself, by Heaven, 

I would come there, and beat ihee further off. 
Viola, 1 know that voice and face. 

Val, You arc finely mad! 

Ood b’w’ye, sir! Now you are here together, 

I’ll leave yoii so; God send you good luck, both I 
When you are soberer you’ll give me thanks. 

[FJa-iV. 

Madge. Wilt thou go milk ? Come. 

Nan. Why dost not come ? 

Madge, She nods, she’s asleep. 

Nan, What, wert up so early [Ricardo kneels. 
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Madge. I think yon man’s mad to kneel there. 
Nay, come, come away.— 

Uds body, Nan, help! she looks black i’ th’ face ; 
She’s in a swoon. [Viola 

JVau. An you be a man, come hither. 

And help a woman ! 
i?ic. Come thither? You are a fool. 

A'aw. And you a knave and a beast, that you are. 
jRic. Come hither ? ’twas my being' now so near 
That made her swoon; and you arc wicked people, 
Or you would do so too: My venom eyes 
Strike innocency dead at such a distance; 

Here 1 will kneel, for this is out of distance. 
jVaa. Tliou art a prating ass ! there's no good¬ 
ness in thee, 

I warrant. — How dost thou? [\"jola recovers, 
riold. Wliy, well. 
jlJailge. Art tluni able to go? 

No; pray go you and milk: If I be able- 
'J.’o come, ril I’ollow you ; if not, I’ll sit hcie 
rill you come back. 

1 am loth to leave tliee here with yon wild 
fool. 

Jloia. I know him well; I warrant thee he will 
not hurt me. 

Madge. Come then. Nan. maids. 

Ric. How do voii? Be not fearful, for 1 liold 
My hands before my mouth, and sj)cak, and so 
]\ly breath can never blast you. 

/ 'uia. ’Twas enough 

To use me ill, though you had never sought me 
To mock me too; Why kneel you so far off? 

Were not that gesture better used in prayer ? 

Had I dealt so with you, I should not sleep, 

’Till God and you had both forgiven me. 

Ric. Ido not mock; nor lives there such a villain 
That can do any thing contemptible 

VOL. IX. n 
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To you : But I do kneel, because it is 
An action very fit and reverent, 

In presence of so pure a creature ; 

And so far oftj as fearful to offend 
One too iiiucli wrong’d already. 

. Viola, You confess you did the fault, yet scorn 
to come 

So far as hither, to ask pardon for*t; 

Which 1 could willingly afford to come 
To you to grant. Good sir, if you have 
A better love, may you be bless’d together ! 

She shall not wish you better than I will.— 

1 but offend you! There are all the jewels 

SJUhrffws down a casket, 
I stole; and all the love I ever had 
I leave behind with you; I’ll carry none 
To give another: May the next maid you try 
Love you no worse, nor be no worse than I! 

- llic. Do not leave me yet, for all my fault! 
Search out the next things to impossible, 

And put me on them; when they are effected, 

I may with better modesty receive 
Forgiveness from you. 

Viola. I will set no penance. 

To gain the great forgiveness you desire, 

But to come hither, and take me and it; 

Or else, I’ll coilie and beg, so you will grant 
That you will be content to be forgiven ! 

Ric. [Rises.] Nay, I will come, since you will 
have it so, 

And, since you please to pardon me, I hope 
Free from infection. Here I am by you, 

A careless man, a breaker of my faith, 

A loathsome drunkard; and in that wild fury, 

A hunter after whores 1 1 do beseech you 
To pardon all these faults, and take me up 
An honest, sober, and a faithful man I 
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Viola. For God’s sake urge your faults no more, 
but mend! 

All the forgiveness I can make you, is, 

To love you ; which I will do, and desire 
Nothing hut love again; which if I have not, 

Yet I will love you still. . . | 

ic. Oh, women ! that some one of you will take 
An everlasting pen into your liaiids, 

And grave in paper (which the writ shall make 
More lasting than the marble monuments) 

Your matchless virtues to posterities; 

Which the defective race of envious iman 
Strives to conceal! 

Viola. Methinks I would not now, for any thing, 
Hut you had miss’d me: I have made a story 
Will serve to waste many a winters fire, 

When we arc old: I’ll tell my daughters then 
The miseries their mother had in love, 

And say, “ My girls, be wiser!” yet 1 would not 
Have had more wit myself, lake up those jewels, 
For I think I hear my fellows coming. 

Enter Madge and Nan zvith their pallid 

JlJadge. How dost thou now ? 

P^/ola. Why, very well, I thank you. It is late; 
Shall I haste home ? 

J\^an. 1 pry thee! we shall be shent ^ soundly. 
Madge. Wb) does that railing man go with us ? 
Viola. I pr’ythec, speak well of him: On my 
word, 

He is an honest man ! 

Nan. There was never any so 


® iSZ/fw/.] This word occurs in Hamlet, and Mr Steevens says, 
‘ To shend to treat with injurious language.'—Ed. 1778. 
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On his complexion. A gentleman ? 

l*d be ashamed to have such a foul mouth.* 

{^Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


yl Room hi the House qf Mercury’s Mother, 


Enter Mother, Alexander, Andhugio, and 

Rowland. 

Mother, How now, AlexanderWhat gentle¬ 
man is this ^ 

Ahw. Indeed, forsooth, I know not; 

I found him at the market, full of woe, 

Crying a lost daughter, and telling all 
Her tokens to the people; and, what you wot? 
By all subscription in the world,^ it should be 
Our new maid Mel via; (one would little think it!; 
Therefore I was bold to tell him of her, mistress. 
Mother. Melvia ? it cannot be, fool! Alas, you 
know 

She is a poor wench, and I took her in 
Upon mere charity. 

^ —. such a foul mouth.] The milk-maids understooii titerally, 

what Antonio had said figuratively, of his breath being infectious. 

’ i?j/ af/>ubscriptiun in the wor/d.] If Alexander was an nflecter 
of hard words, I should be inclined to let this stand; but as he 
seems throughout a sensible, good-natured fello-.V, 1 would choose 
to read, description.—-Sampson. 

Alexander is evidently intended for a meddling, pragmatical 
coxcomb, and the blunder has been restored for that reason. 
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Andr. So seem’d my daughter when she went 
away, 

As she had made herself. 

JMothcr. What stature was your child of, sir? 
A?idr, Not high, and of a brown complexion, 
Her hair auburn, a round face, which some friends, 
That flatter’d me, would say ’twould be a good one. 
Aie.v, This is still Melvia, mistress; that’s tlic 
truth oii’t! 

Mother. It may be so, I’ll promise you. 

Alex'. Well, go thy ways, the flou er of our town! 
Tor a hand and a foot I shall ne’er see thy fellow. 
Mother. But had she not such toys as bracelets, 
rings, and jewels ? 

Andr, She was something bold indeed, to take 
such things 

That night she left me. 

Mother. 'J'hen belike she run away? 

Andr. Though she be one 1 love, 1 dare not lie; 
She did indeed. 

Mother. What think you of this jewel ? 

Andr. Yes, this was one of tiiein, and this was 
mine; 

You have made me a new man ! I thank you for it. 
Mother. Nay, 

An she be given to fdching, there’s your jewel; 

I am clear on’t. But, by your leave, sir, you 
Shall answer me for what is lost since slic 
Came ikithcr; I can tell you there lie things 
Scattering in every place about tlie house. 

yller. As I am virtuous, I have the lyingst 
Old gentlewoman to my mistress, and the most 
malicious— 

The devil a good word will she give a servant; 
That’s her old rule! and, God be thanked, they 
will 
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Give her as few; there is perfect love on both sides. 
It yearns my lieart to hear the wench miscon¬ 
strued ; 

A careful soul she is, Pll be sworn for her ; 

And when she’s gone, let them say what they will, 
They may cast their caps at such another. 

^m/r. What you have lost by her, with all my 
heart 

I’ll see you double paid for ; you have saved, 
With your kind pity, two that must not live, 
Unless it be to thank you. Take this Jewel; 

This strikes off none of her offences, mistress.^ 
’Would 1 might see her ! 

Mother. Alexander, run, 

And bid her make haste home; she’s at the milk¬ 
ing close: 

But tell her not by any means who’s here; 

I know she’ll be too fearful. 

Alex. Well, we’ll have 
A posset yet at parting, that’s my comfort; • 

And one round, or else I’ll lose-my will. [Exit, 
And?'. You shall find Silvio, Uberto, and Pedro, 
Encpiiring for the wench at the next town; 

Tell them she’s found, and where I am. 

And, with the favour of this gentlewoman, 
Desire them to come hither. 

Mother. I pray do ; they shall be all welcome. 

[Exit RoWLAN]);. 


® T/iis strides of none of her qfenccs.^ Sympson, totally nus- 
taking Andrugio’h meaning, says, ‘ Why then he jewel for 

' nothingand j‘cad!>, 

This strikes of one her offencesf mistress. 

It did not occur toliim, that the jewel was mefint not a« 

aprtywenf.—Ed. 1778* 


0 
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Enter Justice^ Curio, and Mark. 

Just. By your leave, forsooth! you shall see me 
find 

The parties by a sleight. 

Mother. Who’s that ? Master Justice ? 

How do you, sir ? 

Just. Why, very well, and busy. 

Where’s your son ? 

Mother. He's within, sir. 

Just. Hum ; and how does 
The young woman my cousin, that c.ame down 
^ with him r 

Mother. She’s above; as a woman in her case 
may be. 

Just. You have confess’d it? 

Then, sirrah, call in the officers! she’s no cousin 
of mine; 

A mere trick to discover all! 

Mother, To discover? what? 

Enter Mark and Officers. 

Just, You shall know that anon : I think I have 
over-reach’d you!—Oh, welcome! Enter the house, 
and by virtue of my warrant, which you have ther6, 
seize upon the bodily persons of those whose 
names are there written ; to wit, one Mercury, 
and tlie wife of one Antonio. 

Mother• For what? 

Just. Away, I say ! 

This gentleman shall certify you for what. 

[Exeunt Officers. 

Mother, He,can accuse my son of nothing; 

He came from travel but within these two days 
Just, There hangs a tale. 
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Mother. I should be sorry this should 
Fall out at any time, but especially now .— 

Sir, will you favour me so much as to let me know 
Of what you accuse him? 

Curio. Upon suspicion of murder. 

Mother. Murder ? I defy thee! 

Curio. I pray God he may 
Prove himself innocent. 

Just. Fy, say not so! 

You shew yourself to be no good commonwealth s 
man, 

For the more are hang’d the better ’tis for the 
commonwealth. 


Mother. By this rule you were best hang your¬ 
self. 


Just. I forgive your honest mirth ever.— 


Knter Mark and Officersj with Mercury and 

Maria. 


Oh, welcome, welcome, Mark! 

Your pen, ink, and paper, to take their examina¬ 
tions, 

Merc. Why do you pull me so? Fll go alone. 
Just. Let them stand, 

Let them stand quietly, whilst they’re examined. 
Maria. What will you examine us of? 

Just. Of Antonio’s murder. 

Merc. Wliy he was my friend. 

Maria. He was my husband. 

Just. The more shame for you both !—Mark, 
your pen and ink. 

Mother. Pray God all be well! I never knew 
Any of these travellers come to good.—I beseech 
you, sir, • ]Kneels. 

Be favourable to my son. 

Just. Gentlewoman, 
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Hold you content; I would it were come to that! 

Merc, For God’s sake, mother, 

Why kneel you to such a pig-bribed fellow? 

He has surfeited of geese, and they have put him 
Into a fit of justice; Let him do his worst I 
Just, Is your paper ready ? 

Mark, I am ready, sir. 

Enter Antonio, as a Postj and stands apart. 

Just. Accuse them, sir; I command thee to lay 
down accusations against these persons, in bclialf 
of the state: And first look upon the parties to 
he accused, and deliver your name. 

Curio. My name is Curio; my murder’d kinsman, 
If he were living now, I should not know him, 

It is so long since we saw one another. 

Ant. My cousin Curio? 

Curio, But thus much (from the mouths 
Of his servants and others, whose examinations I 
have 

In writing about me) I can accuse them of: 

This Mercury, the last night but this last, 

Lay in Antonio’s house, and in the night 
He rose, raising Antonio, where privately 
They were in talk an hour, to what end I know 
not; 

But of likelihood, finding Antonio’s house 
Not a lit place to murder him in, he sufler’d him 
To go to beil again; but in the morning early 
He train’d him I think forth; after which time 
He never saw his home. His clothes were found 
Near the place where Mercury was, and the people 
At first denied they saw him ; but at last 
They made a frivolous tale, that there lie shifted 
himself 



THE COXCOMB. 


[Act V. 


1S2 

Into a footman^s habit: But, in short, 

The next hour this woman went to Mercury, 

And in her coach they posted hither. True accusa¬ 
tions 

I have no more, and I will make none. 
fust. No more? 

We need no more.—Sirrah, be drawings 
Their mittimus, before we hear their answer.— 
What say you, sir ? are you guilty of this murder? 
Mere. No, sir. 

Jmt. Whether you are or no, confess; 

It will be better for you. 

Merc. If I were 

Guilty, your rhetoric could not fetch it forth. 
But tliough I am innocent, I confess, that if 
1 were a stander-by, these circumstances urged, 
Whicli are true, would make me doubtless believe 
The accused parties to be guilty. 

Just. Write down, 

Thai he being a stander-by (for so you see he is) 
Doth doubtlessly believe the accused parties, 
Wliich is himself, to be guilty. 

Merc. I say no such thing. 

Just. Write it down, I say; we’ll try that. 
Merc. I care not what you write.— 

Pray God yon did not kill him for my love! ^Jpari. 

Though I am free from this, we both deserve- 

Maria. Govern your tongue, 1 pray you! all is 
well; 

M}^ husband lives, I know it, and I see him. 

Just. They whisper! sever them quickly, I say, 
officers. 

Why do you let them prompt one another?—Gen¬ 
tlewoman, 

What say you to this? Are not you guilty ? 
Marla, No, as 1 hope for mercy. 
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Just. But are not 

Those circumstances true, tliat this gentleman 
Hath so shortly and methodically deliver’d? 
Maria. They are; and what you do with me T 
care not, 

Since he is dead in whom was all my care. 

You knew him not ? 

Jmt. No, and’t been better 
f or you too, an you had never known him. 
Maria. Why then, you did not know the world*^ 
chief joy: 

His face so manly, as it had been made 
To fright the world; yet he so swcetly-tcinpcr’d, 
That lie would make himself a natural fool, 

To do a noble kindness for a friend. 

He was a man whose name I’ll not out-live 
J>onger than Heaven, whose will must be obey’d, 
W’ill have me do. 

Ant. And I will quit thy kindness. \/lsidc. 
Just. Before me, she has made the tears 
Stand in mine eyes; but I must be austere.— 
Gentlewoman, you must confess this murder. 

A/aria. I cannot, sir ; I did it not. But I desire 
To see those examinations which this gentleman 
Acknowledges to have about him, for 
But late last night I received letters from 
The city; yet I heard of no confession then. 

./uat. You shall see them time enough, I warrant 
you. 

But letters you say you had; where arc those 
letters ? 

Maria. Sir, they are gone. 

Just. Gone ? whither are they gone ? 

How have you disposed of ’em ? 

Maria. Why, sir, 

They are for women’s matters, and so I use ’em. 
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Just. Who writ ’em? 

Maria. A man of mine. 

Just. Who brought ’em ? 

Maria. A post. 

Just. A post? there was some great haste sure: 
Ah, ha! 

Where is that post ? 

Maria. Sir, there he stands. 

Just. Does he so? 

Bring hither that post! I am afraid that post 

Will prove a knave.—Come hither, post! hat, 

What can you say concerning the murder of An- 
tonio ? 

uiut. What’s that to you ? 

Just. Oh, post, you have no answer read}-, have 
you ? 

I’ll have one from you. 

Ant, You shall have no more from me than you 
have. 

You examine an honest gentleman and gentle¬ 
woman here! 

’Tis pity such fools as you should be i’th’ commis¬ 
sion. 

Just, Say you so, post ?—Take away that post! 
whip him, 

And bring him again quick4y.—I’ll hamper you, 
post. 

M€ 7 'c. Tis Antonio; I know him now as well— 

What an irregular fool is this! 

Ant. Whip me ? hold oflF! 

Maria. Oh, good sir, whip him ! By his mur¬ 
muring 

He should know somethingof my husband’s death, 

That may quit me: For God’s sake, fetch it out! 

Just, Whip him, I say! 

[Antonio throws of his disguise. 
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A?itn Who is’t that dares whip me now ? 

JMaria. Oh, my loved husband ! 

Merc. My most worthy friend ! 

Where have you been so long ? 

Ant. 1 cannot speak for joy ! 

Just. Why, what's the matter now? and shall 
not law 

Then have her c ourse ? 

Andr. It shall liave no other course 
Than it has, I think. 

Just. It shall have other course 
lielbrc I go, or I’ll beat my brains : And I say 
It was not honestly done of him to discover 
Hi mself before the parties accused were executed, 
Tliat law might have had her course; for tlien 
The kingdom flourishes. 

Ant. But such a wife as thou had never any man; 
And such a friend as he, believe me, wile, 

Shall never be ! (i(u)d wife, love my friend ; 
Ericnd, love my wife. Hark, frieiul! 

Just. Mark, 

If we can have nothing to do, you shall swear 
The peace of somebody. 

Mark. Yes, sir. 

Ant, By my troth, 

I am sorry my^ wife is so obstinate: 

"Sooth, if I could yet do thee any good, 

I would, i’faith I would. 

Mere. 1 tliMik you, sir ; 

I have lost that passion. 

Ant. Cousin Curio, 

Yt^u and I must be better acquainted. 

Curio. It is my wish, sir. 

Ant. I should not have known you neither, ’tis 
so long 

Since we saw each other; we were but children 
then: 
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But you have shew’d yourself an honest man to me. 
Curio. I would be ever so. 

Enter Ricakdo and Viola. 

blether. Look you! who’s there ? 

Andr, Say nothing to me; for thy peace is 
made. 

lik. Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that you are her father ; you can both 
Not only pardon, when you have a wrong, 

But love where you have received most injury. 

Just. I think I shall hear of no hanging this year! 
There’s a tinker and a whore yet, the crier said, 
That robb’d her, and are in prison; I hope 
They shall be bang’d. 

Andr. No, truly, sir, they have broke prison. 

. Just. Tis no matter; then the jailor shall be 
bang’d. 

Andr. You are deceived in that too, sir; ’twas 
known 

To be against his will, and he hath got 
His pardon ; I think, for nothing; 

But if’t doth cost him any thing, I’ll pay it. 

Just. Mark, up with your papers; away ! 

. Merc. Oh, 

You .shall stay dinner; I have a couple of brawl¬ 
ing neighbours, 

That I’ll assure you will not agree, 

And you shall have the hearing of their matter. 
Just. With all my heart. 

Merc. Go, gentlemen, go in. 

Etc. Oh, Viola, that no succeeding age 
IMight lose the memory of what thou Wert ! 

But such an overswayed sex is yours. 

That all the virtuous actions you can do 
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Are but as men will call them: And I swear, 
.!Tis my belief, that women want but ways 
To praise their deeds, but men want deeds to 
praise. \EAtmt 
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"I xs ended; but my hopes and fears begin : 

.Nor can it be imputed as a sin 

In me to wish it favour. If this night 

'^t'o the judicious it hath given delight, 

J b.ive my ends: And may such, for their grace 
V'^ouchsaied to this, find theirs in everyplace \ 
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THE CAPTAIN. 


This Comedy was, according to OldjVs notes on Langbaine, 
acted at court 20th May, two years before the death of Beau¬ 
mont, by the king’s company under Hemings. This would lead us 
to suppose that both our poets were engaged in the construction of 
it; but the prologue, which, from internal evidence, may be pro¬ 
nounced the original one, speaks so decidedly of one author only, 
that we cannot hesitate to subscribe to its authority. Hill and 
Gardiner give it to Fletcher; and their testimony is very strongly 
corroborated by the general te.\ture of the characters and the ver- 
sitication. I’his seems to invalidate the generally receive<l opinion, 
that during Beaumont’s lifetime, he shared with Fletcher in the 
composition of all his plays, the Faithful Shepherdess alone ex¬ 
cepted. 'I'he preceding play in the present volume was also per¬ 
formed in 16'13, on the same authority; but there the prologue 
as decidedly speaks of two authors. To pronounce therefore The 
('aptain the sole production of Fletcher docs not appear to be 
too bold a decision. Hills and Gardiner arc no great authority, 
and they frequently mention plays as Fletcher’s which were the 
joint labours of our poets; but they would hardly have ascribed 
a play to him which was Beaumont’s sole composition, and it must 
have been his if it had not been the unassisted work of his friend. 

Nor is Beaumont’s well-established fame much atlccted by de¬ 
nying him a share in this comedy, which is far from being one 
of the best in these volumes, and which appears to have been 
entMcly neglected in the last century, 'fhe excellence of many 
parts no one will dispute, but the story is of such a nature as 
must always fail to please. The principal plot wants probability, 
and the under-plot is of too horrid and disgusting a nature to be 
tolerated by almost any audience. The character of Lelia may 
have had, an(0nay have at present, its prototype in nature. She 
is perhaps the best portrait of an Artful courtezan; and the scenes 
in which she regains the affections of Julio, and conquers those of 
Angelo, are far superior, in point of true colouring, to any thing 
in George Barnwell. But the detestable entertainment of her own 
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father must cause every mind to revolt; and when the poet at the 
conclusion tells us that the intention of his play was to show the 
reward of virtue, and the punishment of vice, he certainly forgot 
the undeserved mildness with which the infamous Lelia is treated 
before she could possibly be reclaimed. Besides, she bears a very 
striking resemblance to several other characters of Fletcher’s plays, 
(such as Ilyppolita in the Custom of the Country,) though she 
exceeds them all in infamy. Such a character may be borne in a 
domestic tragedy, but her crimes arc far too serious for a comedy. 

It is pleasant to turn from this revolting part of the play to 
others m which we find some things to censure, but much to com* 
mend. One objection to the plot has been already noticed, its 
want of probability. To this must be added a considerable coldness 
and want of interest in the incidents. That Frank should have be¬ 
come enamoured of such a repulsive, peevish character as Jacomo, 
is not without the bounds of possibility, but it certainly renders 
our interest in her fate less strong, and the means which are re¬ 
sorted to to extort a return of affection from him, at best render 
him ridiculous, and consequently their union happens without the 
reader greatly rejoicing in the consummation of the lady's wishes. 
On the other hand, in point of delineation of character, the angry 
soldier may challenge comparison with most personifications of 
humour in the plays of Jonson and his contemporaries. The play¬ 
ful dialogues too between Clora and Frank, though containing 
matter very offensive to the chaster ears of our days, are full of that 
sportive hilarity of Fletcher's muse which renders many of his co¬ 
medies so attractive. 



PROLOGUE. 

To please }ou with this play, we fear, will be 
(So does the author too) a mystery 
Somewhat above our art; for all men’s eyes, 
r^ars, faiths, and judgments, are not of one size. 
For, to say truth, and not to flatter ye. 

This is nor comedy, nor tragedy, 

Nor history, nor any thing that may 
(Yet in a week) be made a perfect play: 

1 et those that love to laugh, and those that think 
Twelve-pence* goes further this way than in drink, 
Or dam'^els, if they mark the matter through, 

May stumble on a foolish toy, or two. 

Will make ’em shew their teeth. Pra}, for my sake, 
(That likely am your first man) do not take 
A distaste before you feel it; for ye may, 

When this is hiss’d to ashes, have a play. 

And here, to out-hiss this. Be patient then. 

!My honour done, you’re welcome, gentlemen I 


* Tieclve~pence ] This is the same price of admission to the theatre which 
lb mentioned in the prologue to the Mad Lover, vol. IV p. Ii9. Sea on this 
<-Mbiert vol, II p. 12, lOl, 2S3, and vol IV. p. 9. 



DRAMATIS PERSONA? 


J ulio, a noble gentleman^ in love with Lelia* 
Angelo, a gentleman, friend to Julio, 

C(Da»ar<f/^ gulls. 

Frederick, a gentleman, brother to Frank. 
Jacomo, an angry captain, a woman-hater. 
Fabritio, a merry soldier, friend to Jacomo. 
Father to Lelia, an old poor gentleman. 
Host. 

Vintner. 

Draxvers. 

Servants. 


Frank, sister to Frederick, a lady passionately in hoc 
with Jacomo. 

Clora, sister to Fabritio, a xvitty companion to Frank. 
Lelia, a cunning wanton widow. 

JVaitmg-woman. 

Maidservants. 


Venice.* 


The principal Actors were-—' 

Richard Burbage, William Ostler, 

Henry Condel, Alexander Cooke. 

Fol. 1679^ 


* The second folio reads, Scene, Venice, Spain** It does not, 
however, appear that the scene is changed from Venice during the 
whole course of the play. * 





THE CAPTAIN. 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 


Tht Street, 


Enter Lodovico and, Piso. 

Lod, The truth is, Piso, so she be a woman. 
And rich and wholesome, let her be of what 
Condition and complexion it please, 

She shall please me, I am sure: Those men are 
fools 

That make their eyes their choosers, not their 
needs. 

Piso, Me thinks, I would have her honest too, 
and handsome. 

Lod. Yes, if I could have both; but since they are 
Wishes so near impossibilities. 

Let me have that that may be. 

Fiso, If it were so, 

I hope your conscience would not be so nice 
To start at such a blessing. 

Lod, No, believe me, 
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I do not think I should. 

Piso. But thou wouldst be, 

1 do not doubt, upon the least suspicion, 
Unmercifully jealous. 

Lod. No, I should not; 

For I believe those mad that seek vexations: 

A wife, though she be honest, is a trouble. 

Had I a wife as fair as Helen was, 

That drew so many cuckolds to her cause, 

These eyes should see another in my saddle 
Ere I believe my beast would carry double. 

Piso, So should not I, by*r lady ! and I think 
My patience (by your leave) as good as yours. 
Report would stir me mainly, I am sure on’t. 

Lod. Report ? you are unwise; report is nothing; 
For if there were a truth in what men talk, 

(I mean of this kind) this part of the world 
I am sure would be no more call'd Christendom. 
Piso. What then ? 

Lod. VVhy, Cuckoldom; for we should lose 
Our old faiths clean, and hold their new opinions : 
If talk could make me sweat, before I would marry, 
Pd tie a surer knot, and hang myself. 

I tell thee, there was never woman yet, 

(Nor never hope there shall be) though a saint. 
But she has been a subject to men's tongues. 

And in the worst sense : And that desperate hus¬ 
band. 

That dares give up his peace, and follow rumours,' 
(Which he shall find too busy, if he seek 'em) 
Beside the forcing of himself an ass, 

He dies in chains, eating himself with anger. 
Piso. Having these antidotes against opinion. 


■ Follow humours.] The variation in the text was made in IfSO. 
The whole conversation is on the subject of report^ for which 
rumour is synonimous, and consequently gcnuinc.~<-Ed. 1778. 
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I would marry any. one; an arrant whore. 

• Lod, Thou dost not feel the nature of this 
physic; 

Which I prescribe not to beget diseases, 

But, where they are, to stop them, 

Piso, I conceive you : 

What think St thou, thy way, of the widow Lelia ? 
Lod, ’Faith, thou hast found out one, I must 
confess. 

Would stagger my best patience : From that wo¬ 
man. 

As I would bless myself from plagues and surfeits, 
From men of war at sea, from storms, and quick¬ 
sands, 

From hearing treason and concealing it, 

From daring of a madman, or a drunkard. 

From heresy, ill wine, and stumbling post-horse. 
So would I pray each morning, and each night, 
(And if I said each hour, I should not lie) 

To be deliver’d of all these in one, 

The woman thou hast named. 

Piso» Thou hast set her in a pretty litany. 

Enter Julio, Angelo, and Father, 

Afig. Pray take my counsel. 

JuL When 1 am myself, 

I’ll hear you any way; love me though thus. 

As thou art honest, which I dare not be. 

Lest I despise myself. Farewell! 

Piso. the Father Do j^ou hear, my friend? 
Sir ! are you not a setter 
For the fair widow here, of famous memory? 
Father. [Apart.\ Ha 1 am 1 tak'en for a bawd ? 
Oh, God! 

To mine own child too ? Misery, I thank thee, 


9 
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That kccp'st me from their knowledge.—Sir, be¬ 
lieve me, 

I understand you not. 

Led, You love plain-dealing: 

Are you not parcel bawd ? * Confess your function; 
It may be, we would use it. 

Father, Were she worse, 

(As I fear strangely she is ill enough) 

I would not hear this tamely. 

Fiso, Here’s a shilling, 

To strike good luck withal. 

Father* Here is a sword, sir, 

To strike a knave withal: Thou liest, and basely, 
Be what tliou wilt! [Strikes him, 

Jjig. Why, how now, gentlemen ? 

Father. You are many: I shall meet you, sir, 
again, 

And make you understand, you have wrong’d a 
woman 

Compared with whom thy mother was a sinner. 
Farewell! [Exit 

Piso, lie has amazed me. 

Ang. With a blow ? 

By’r lady, ’twas a sound one ! Are ye good 
At taking knocks ? I shall know ye hereafter. 
You were to blame to tempt a man so far, 

Before you knew him certain. He has not hurt ye? 
Piso* No, I think. 

Lod* We were to blame indeed to go so far; 

For men may be mistaken: If he had swinged us, 
He had served us right. Beshrew my heart, I think, 
We have done the gentlewoman as much wrong 
too; 

* Art you Mt parcel haisd Parcel, though now obsolete, was 
a common abyerb in the days of our poets, and ecjuivalent to 
pmtly. 
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For hang me if I know her. 

In niy particular. 

Fiso. Nor I. This Tis to credit 
Men’s idle tongues: I warrant they have said 
As much by our two mothers. 

Lod. Like enough. 

Ang. I see a beating now and then does more 
Move and stir up a man’s contrition 
Than a sharp sermon j here probatum est. 

Enter FftEDERiCK and SetDant, 

Serv. What shall I tell your sister? 

Fred^ Tell her this; 

Till she be better conversation’d, 

And leave her walking by herself, and whining 
To her old melancholy lute, I’ll keep 
As far from her as the gallows. [Exit Servant, 
Ang. Who’s that? Frederick? 

Fred. Yes, marry is’t. Oh, Angelo, how dost 
thou ? 

Aiig. Save you, sir! How does my mistress? 
Fred She is in love, I think; but not withj’ou, 
I can assure you. Saw you Fabritio ? 

Ang. Is he come over ? 

Fred. Yes, a week ago : 

Shall we dine ? 

Ang. I cannot. . 

Fred. Pr’ythee do. 

Ang. Believe me, I have business. 

Fred. Have you too, gentlemen ? 

Fiso. No, sir. 

Fred, Why then, let’s dine together. 

Lod, With all my heart. 

Fred. Go then. Farewell, good Angelo. 
Commend me to your friend. 

. Ajig. I will. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 


A Room in Frederick’s House. 


Enter Frank and Clora. 

Clora. Do not dissemble, Frank; mine eyes are 
quicker 

Than such observers, that do ground their faith 
Upon one smile or tear: You are much alter’d, 
And are as empty of those excellencies 
That were companions to you, (I mean mirth, 
And free disposure of your blood and spirit) 

As you were born a mourner. 

Frank. How, I pr’ythee ? 

Fpr I perceive no such change in myself. 

Clora. Come, come, this is not wise, nor pro¬ 
vident. 

To halt before a cripple. If you love, 

lie liberal to your friend, and let her know it : 

I see the way you run, and know how tedious 
'Twill prove without a true companion. 

Frank Sure thou wouldst have me love. 

Clorai Yes, marry would I; 

I should not please you else. 

Frank. And who, for God’s sake ? 

For I assure myself, I know not yet: 

And prythee, Clora, since thou’lt have it so 
That I must love, and do I know not what. 

Let him be held' a pretty handsome fellow, 

And young; and if he be a little valiant. 
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Twill be the better; and a little wise, 

And, Taith, a little honest. 

Ckra, Well, I will sound you yet, for all your 
craft. {Aside. 

Frank. Heigh-ho! I’ll love no more. 

Clora. Than one; and him 
You shall love, Frank. 

Frank. Which him ? Thou art so wise, 

People will take thee shortly for a witch. 

But, pr’ytliee tell me, Clora, if I were 

So mad as thou wouldst make me, what kind of man 

Wouldst thou imagine him? 

Chra. ’Faith, some pretty fellow. 

With a clean strength, that cracks a cudgel well, 
And dances at a wake, and plays at nine-holes. 
Frank. Oh, God ! 

What pretty commendations thou hast given him! 
’Faith, if I were in love (as, 1 thank God, 

I do not think I am) this short epistle 
Before my love, would make me burn the legend. 
Clora. You are too wild: I mean, some gentle¬ 
man. 

Frank. So do not I, till I can know ’em wiser. 
Some gentleman? No, Clora, till some gentleman 
Keep some land, and fewer whores, believe me. 
I’ll keep no love for him: I do not long 
To go a-foot yet, and solicit causes. 

Clora. .What think you then of an adventurer ? 
I mean some wealthy merchant. 

Frank. Let him venture 

In some decay’d crare of his own : ^ He shall not 
Rig me out, that’s the short on’t. Out upon’t! 
What young thing of my years would endure 
To have her husband in another country, 

3 In some decayed crare qf his oiefi.'] Thus rightly reads the 
copy of 1647. The editor of 16*79 has corrupted the passage, 
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Within a month after she is married, 

Cliopping for rotten raisins, and lie pining 
At home, under the mercy of his foreman ? No; 
'Though they be wealthy, and indifferent wise, 

I do not see tliat I am bound to love ’em. 

Clora, I see you are'hard to please; yet T will 
please you. 

Frank. Taith, not so hard neither, if consider’d 


though at the same time I own he has well explained it; for thus 
he reads, 

Ih some decayed crare or car rack : 

Crare here signifies just what carrack does, being the name of a 
trading vessel then, though I believe at this time 'tis entirely dis¬ 
used. 

jMr Warburton I hope will pardon me, if after him I endeavour 
to correct a passage in Cymbeline from this line in our authors, 
act iv. scene ii. 

Bel. OA, Melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could - find 

The ooze to shew what coast thy sluggish care 
Might easiest harbour in. 

This reading our great critic Judiciously rejects, and gives the pas¬ 
sage thus, 

■ ■ — — thy sluggish carrack, 

Which certainly continues and completes the metaphor; but we 
may yet come much nearer the traces of the letters, by reading 
thus, 

-- what coast thy sluggish crare 

Might easiest harbour in, Sympson. 

Mr Sympson is wrong in his assertion about the lection of the 
second folio, for that exhibits 

Some decayed ware, or carrack^ &c. 

Common sense and the first folio both authorise crare.—Mr Stcc- 
vens adopts Sympson^s variation in Cymbeline; and adds, * A erere, 
says the author of The llcvisalf is a small trading vessel, called in 
the Latin of the middle ages crayera.* —Ed. 1778. 

Numerous instances of the use of this word from contemporary 
authors may be found in Reed’s Shakspeare, XVIIl. 574. 

' 1 
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What woman may deserve as she is worthy. 

13ut why do we bestow our time so idly ? 

IVythee, let’s entertain some other talk; 

This is as sickly to me as faint weather. 

Clora. Now 1 believe I shall coiitentyou, Frank: 
What think you of a courtier : 

■’Faith, so ill, 

That, if I should be full, and speak but truth, 
’Twould shew as if I wanted charity. 

Pr’ythee, good wench, let me not rail upon ’em; 
Yet I have aii excellent stomach, and must do it: 
I have no mercy of these infidels. 

Since I am put in mind on’t; good, hear with me. 
. Chra. Can no man fit you? I will find him out. 

Frank. This summer-fruit, thatyoii call courtier, 
While you continue cold and frosty to him, 
Hangs fast, and may be sound; ^ but when you fling 
Too full a heat of your affections 
Upon this root, and make him ripe too soon, 
You’ll find him rotten in the handling: 

His oaths and his affections are all one 
W'ith his apparel, things to set him off; 

He has as many mistresses as faiths, 

And all apocrypha; his true belief 
Is only in a private surgeon : 

And, for my single self, I’d sooner venture 
A new conversion of the Indies, 

Than to make courtiers able men, or honest. 

Clora, I do believe you love no courtier; 

And, by my troth, to guess you into love 
With any I can think of, is beyond 
Either your will, or my imagination: 

And yet I am sure you’re caught, and I will know 
him.— 

There’s none left now worthy the thinking of, 


* Hangs fast and may be found,] Corrected in ir50. 
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Unless it be a soldier; and, I am sure, 

I would ever bless myself from such a fellow. 
Frank. Why, pr’ythee ? 

Clora. Out upon ’em, firelocks! 

They arc nothing in the world but buff and scarlet, 
Tough unhewn pieces, to hack swords upon; 

I had as lieve be courted by a cannon. 

As one of those. 

Frank. Thou art too malicious ; 

Upon my faith, methinks they’re worthy men. 
Clora, Say you so? I’ll pull you on a little fur¬ 
ther. {^Aside.l 

What worth can be in those men, whose profession 
Is nothing in the world but drink and damn me? 
Out of whose violence they, are possess’d 
With legions of unwholesome whores and quarrels? 
I am of that opinion, and will die in’t. 

There is no understanding, nor can be, 

In a soused soldier. 

Frank. Now ’tis ignorance, . 

I easily perceive, that thus provokes thee. 

And not the love of truth. I’ll lay my life. 

If God had made thee man, thou hadst been a 
coward. 

Clora. If to be valiant, be to be a soldier. 

I’ll tell you true, I had rather be a covyard; 

I am sure with less sin. 

Frank. This heresy 

Must be look’d-to in time; for if it spread, 

’Twill grow too pestilent. Were I a scholar, 

I would so hamper thee for thy opinion. 

That, ere I left, I would write thee out of credit 
With all the world, and make thee not believed 
Even in indifferent things; that 1 would leave thee 
A reprobate, out of the state of honour. 

By all good things, thou hast flung aspersions 
So like a fool (for I am angry with thee) 
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Upon a sort of men, that, let me tell thee, 

Thy mother’s mother would have been a saint 
Had she conceived a soldier ! They are people 
(I may commend ’em, while I speak but truth) 
Of all the old world, only left to keep 
Man as he was, valiant and virtuous. 

They are the model of those men, whose honours 
We heave our hands at when we hear recited. 
Clora, They are, 

And I have all I sought for : ’Tis a soldier 
You love (hide it no longer); you have betray’d 
yourself! 

Come, I have found your way of commendations. 
And what I said was but to pull it from you. 
Frank, ’Twas pretty ! Are you grown so cun¬ 
ning, Clora ? 

I grant I love a soldier; but what soldier 
Will be a new task to you. But all this, 

I do imagine, was but laid to draw me 
Out of my melancholy. 

Clora, [ will have the man, 

Ere I forsake you. 

Frank, I must to my chamber. 

Clora, May not 1 go along ? 

Frank, Yes ; but, good wench. 

Move me no more with these fond questions; 
They work like rhubarb with me. 

Clora. Well, I will not. [Exeunt, 


VOL. IX. 
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SCENE IIL 


A Room in the House of Lelia. 


Enter Lelia and her WaitingAVoman, 

Lelia. How now! who was that you stay’d to 
speak withal ? 

Woman. The old man, forsooth. 

Lelia. What old man ? 

Woman. The poor old man, 

That uses to come hither; he that you call father. 
Lelia. Have you dispatch’d liim ? 

Woman. No; he would fain speak with you. 
Lelia. Wilt thou never learn more manners, than 
to draw in 

Such needy rascals to disquiet me ? 

Go, answer him, I will not be at leisure. 

Woman. He will needs speak with you; and, 
good old man ! 

He weeps so, that, by my troth, 1 have not 
The heart to deny him. Pray let him speak with 
you. 

* Lelia, Lord ! 

How tender-stomach’d you are grown of late ! 
You are not in love with him, are you? If you be, 
Strike up the match; you shall have three pounds 
And a pair of blankets ! Will you go answer him ? 
Woman, Pray let him speak with you; hell not 
away else. 
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Lelia. Well, let him in then, if there be no re¬ 
medy. [Exit Woman. 

I thank God, I am able to abuse him ; 

I shall ne’er come clear else of him.— 

Re-enter Woman^ with Father. 

Now, sir; what is your business? Pray be short; 
J’or 1 have other matters, of more moment, 

To call me from vou. 

Father. If you but look upon me like a daughter, 
And keep that love about you that miikes good 
A father’s hope, you'll (juickly find my business, 
And what I would say to you, and, before 
I ask, will be a giver: Say that sleep, 

(I mean that love) or be but numb'd within you, 
TJie nature of my want is sucli a searcher, 

And of so mighty power, that, where he finds 
This dead forgetfulness, it works so vStrongly, 
That if the least heat of a child’s affection 
Remain unperish’d, like another nature, 

It makes all new again ! Pray do not scorn me, 
Nor seem to make yourself a greater business 
Than my relieving. 

Lelia. If you were not old, 

I shou Id laugh at you! What a vengeance ails you, 
To be so childish to imagine me 
A founder of old fellows?^—Make him drink, 
wench; 

And if there be any cold meat in the buttery, . 
Give him some broken bread, and that, and rid him. 

Father. Is this a child’s love r or a recompense 

• 

® A founder of old feUov:s.~\ Mr Sympson proposes reading 
fondler iox founder ; but the latter word is certainly right, and very 
good sense, altudins to charitable foundations.—Ed. 1778, 

Fletcher is remarkably fond of using this allusion. See, for in¬ 
stance, vol. U. p. 95. 



i48 


THE CAPTAIN. 


[Act L 


Fit for a father’s care ? Ob, Lelia, 

Had I been thus unkind, thou hadst not been; 
Or, like me, miserable! But ’tis impossible 
Nature should die so utterly within thee, 

And lose her promises : Thou art one of those 
She set her stamp more excellently on, 

Than common people, as foretelling thee 
A general example of her goodness. 

Or, say she could lie, yet Religion 
(For love to parents is religious) 

Would lead thee right again : Look well upon me; 
I am the root that gave thee nourishment, 

And made thee spring fair; do not let me perish. 
Now I am old and sapless. 

Lelia. As I live, 

I like you far worse now you grow thus holy! 

I grant you are my father ; am I therefore 
Bound to consume myself, and be a beggar 
Still in relieving you ? I do not feel 
Any such mad compassion yet within me. 

Father, I gave up all my state, to make your’s 
thus! 

Lelia, Twas as you ought to do; and now you 
,,, cry for’t. 

As children do for babies, back again* 

Father, How wouldst thou have me live } 

Lelia. I would not have you; 

Nor know no reason fathers should desire 
To live, and be a trouble, when [their] children ^ 
Are able to inherit; let them die; 

’Tis fit, and look’d for, that they should do so. 
Father, Is this your comfort ? 

Lelia, All that 1 feel yet. 

Father, I will not curse thee ! 

^ When childrm,'l I have inserted their for the sake both of the 
measure and the icme^Sj/mpson, 
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Lelia. If you do, I care not. 

Father. Pray you give me leave to weep. 

Lelia. Why, pray take leave, 

If it be for your ease. 

Father. Thy inotlier died 
(Sweet peace be with her!) in a happy time. 

Lelia. She did, sir, as she ought to do; ’wouldyou 
Would take the pains to follow! What should you. 
Or any old man do, wearing away 
In this world with diseases, and desire 
Only to live to make their children scourge-sticks, 
And hoard up mill-money r ’ Methinks, a marble 
Lies quieter upon an old man’s head 
Than a cold fit o’ th’ palsy. 

Father. Oh, good God 1 

To what an impudence, thou wretched woman, 
Hast thou begot thyself again ! Well, Justice 
Will punish disobedience. 

Lelia. You mistake, sir; 

’Twill punish beggars. Fy for shame! go work, 
Or serve; you are grave enough to be a porter 
In some good man of worship’s house, and give 
Sententious answers to the comers-in; 

(A pretty place 1) or be of some good consort, 

V'ou had a pleasant touch o’ th’ cittern once,® 

^ Mill-money.'] It would appear that milled sixpences were used 
for counters to cast up money, which explains the allusion in the 
text. To this purpose Steeveus quotes from Davenant's News from 
Pi; mouth, 

“ A few miil’d sixpences, with which my purser casts accompt.’* 

* - be of some good consort, 

You had a pleasant touch o' th* cittern once.] The modern 
editors read concert, but not with accuracy. A consort of musi¬ 
cians meant a company, or band of them. Mason has also observed 
this mistake, and has quoted three instances to support his opinion, 
two frfcm Wit at several Weapons, where the word is used as in 
the text, and ©ne from the Queen of Corinth, where it stands for 
a company, not musicians. 
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If idleness have not bereft you of it: 

Be any thing but old and beggarly, 

Two sins that ever do out-grow compassion. 

If 1 might sec you offer at a course 

That were a likely one, and skew’d some profit, 

I would not stick for ten groats, or a noble.® 
Father. Did 1 beget this woman ? 

Lclia. Nay, I know not; 

And, till I know, I svill not thank you for’t: 
However, he that got me had’the pleasure, 

And that, niethinks,,is a reward sufficient. 

Father, 1 am so strangely strucken with amaze¬ 
ment, 

1 know not where I am, nor what I am. 

Lelia. You had best take fresh air somewhere 
else ; ’twill bring you 
Out of your trance the sooner. 

Father, Is all this 
As you mean, Lcha ? 

Lelia. Yes, believe me, is it; 

For }et I cannot think you are so foolish, 

As to imagine you are young enough 
To be my heir, or I so old to make 
Aiiiurse at these years for you, and ‘attend 
While you sup up my state in penny pots 
Of malmsey. When I am excellent at caudles, 
And cullices,' and have enough spare gold 
To boil away, you shall be welcome to me; 

’Till when. I’d have you be as merry, sir. 

As you can make yourself with that you have, 
And leave to trouble me with these relations. 

Of what you have been to me, or you are; 

For as I hear them, so I lose them. This, 

9 JVoi/e.] Thi$ coin passed for 6s, Sd. ^ . 

’ Culiices.'] This restoiative broth has been before alluded to 
in these plays. 
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For aught I know yet, is my resolution. 

Father, Well, God be with tliee! lor I fear thy 
end 

Will be a strange example. [Exit, 

Lelia. Fare you well, sir !— 

Now would some poor tender-hearted fool have 
wept. 

Relented, and have been undone: Such cliildren 
(I thank niy understanding) 1 hate truly; 

For, by my troth, I had rather see their tears 
Than ieel their pities! My desires and en<ls 
Are all the kindred that I have, and friends.— 

Enter Woman. 


Is he departed ? 

IVoman. Yes; but here’s another. 

Leila. Not of liis tribe, I hope: Bring me no 
more, 

I would wish you, such as he is. If thou seest 
They look like men of worth, and state, and carry 
Ballast of both sides, like tall gentlemen,* 

Admit ’em; but no snakes to poison us 
With poverty. Wench, you must learn a wise rijjc ; 
Look not upon the youths of men, and raakiiiijk 
How they descend in blood, nor let their tongue, 
(Though they strike suddenly and sweet as music) 
Corrupt thy fancy : See, and say them fair too, 
Jhit ever keep thyself without their distance, 
Unless the love thou swallow’st be a pill 
Gilded, to hide the bitterness it brings ; 

Then fall on without fear, wench; yet so wisely 
That one encounter cloy him not; nor promise 
His love hath made thee more his, than his monies: 

t 

* Tall gentUmcn.'\ Tall is continually used in these plays for 
stQut^ brave. 
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Learn this, and tlirive; then let thine honour ever 
(For that’s the last rule) be so stood upon, 

That men may fairly see 

’Tis want of means, not virtue, makes thee fall; 
And if you weep, ’twill be a great deal better. 
And draw on more compassion, which includes 
A greater tenderness of love and bounty; 

This is enough at once; digest it well. 

Go, let him in, wench, if he promise profit. 

Not else.-— 


Enter Julio. 

Oh, you are welcome, my fair servant I ^ 
Upon my troth, I have been longing for you. 
Woman. This, by her rule, should be a liberal 
man : 

I see, the best on’s may learn every day, \Exit. 
Lelia. There’s none come with you ? 

Julio. No. 

Lelia. You do the wiser ; 

For some that have been here (I name no man). 
Out of their malice, more than truth, have done me 
je few ill offices. 
futio. How, sweet ? 

Lelia, Nay, nothing; 

Only have talk’d a little wildly of me, 

As their unruly youth directed ’em ; 

Which, though they bite me not, I would have 
wish’d 

Had lit upon some other that deserved ’em. 


* My fear servant!] That servanty in these plays, means a pri¬ 
vileged admirer has been already observed. An apposite illustra¬ 
tion of the term occurs in Rawlins’s Rebellion: 

Giemimno. May I not call her mistress f 

Antonio, Yes, as a servant» far from the thoughts of wedlock. 
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Julio. Though she deserve this of the loosest 
tongue, 

(Which makes my sin the more) I must not see it; 
Such is my misery. \Aside .'\—I would 1 knew him! 

Lelia. No, no; let him go ; 

He is not worth your auger.—I must chide you 
For being such a stranger to your mistress; 

Why would you be so, servant ? 

Julio, I should chide, 

If chiding would work any thing upon you, 

For being such a stranger tc^your servant; 

I mean, to his desires : When, my dear mistress, 
SI 1 all I be made a happy man ? [Kisses her, 

Lelia, Fy, servant! 

What do you mean? Unhand me; or, by Heaven, 
I shall be very angry ! This is rucleness. 

Jullo^ ’ fwas but a kiss or two, that thus offends 
you. 

Lelia, ’Twas more, I think, than you have war¬ 
rant for. 

Julio. I am sorry I deserved no more. 

IMia. You may; 

But not this rough way, servant: W'e are tender, 
And ought in all to be respected so. 

If I had been your horse, or whore, you might 
Back me with this intemperance ! I thought 
You had loved as worthy men, whose fair affections 
Seek pleasures warranted, not pull’d by violence. 
Do so no more. 

Julio, I hope you are not angry ? 

IxHa. I should be with another man, I am sure^ 
That durst appear but half thus violent. 

Julio. 1 did not mean to ravish you. 

Lelia, You could not. 

Julio, You are so willing? 

Lelia. llowf 
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Julio. IMetliinks this shadow, 

If you had so much shame as fits a woman, 

(At least, of your way, mistress) long ere this 
Had been laid off to me that understand you. 

Ldia, That understand me? Sir, you understand, 
Nor shall, no more of me than modesty 
Will, without fear, deliver to a stranger : 

You understand 1 am honest; else, I tell you, 
(Though you were better far than Julio) 

You and your understanding are two fools* 

But, were we saints#thus we are still rewarded: 

I see that woman had a pretty catch on’t, 

That had made you the master of a kindness, 

She durst not answer openly. Oh, me! 

How easily we women may be cozen’d ! 

I took this Julio, as 1 have a faith, 

(This young dissembler, with the sober vizard) 
Tor the most modest-teniper’d gentleman. 

The coolest, quietest, and best companion. 

Tor such an one I could have wish’d a v/oinan- 

Julio, You have wish’d me ill enough o’ con¬ 
science ; 

Make me no worse, for shame! I see, the more 
I work by way of service to obtain you. 

You work the more upon me. Tell me truly 
(While I am able to believe a woman. 

Tor, if you use me thus, that faith will perish) 
What is your end ? and whither will you pull mc ? 
Tell me; but tell me that I may not Start at, 

And have a cause to curse you. 

Ld\a, Bless me, goodness! 

To curse me, did you say, sir ? Let it be 
For too much loving you then; such a curse 
Kill me withal, and I shall be a martyr. 

You have found a new way to reward my doting, 
And,.I confess, a lit one for my folly; 
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For you yourself, if you have good within you, 
And dare be master of it, know bow dearly 
This heart hath held you ever. Oh, good God, 
That I had never seen that false man’s eyes, 

That dares reward me thus with fears ^ and curses ! 
Nor never heard the sweetness of that tongue. 
That will, when this is known, yet cozen women ? 
Curse me, good Julio, curse me bitterly ; 

(I do deserve it for my confidence) 

And I beseech thee, if thou hast a goodness 
Of power yet in thee to cod||||fe thy wishes. 

Curse me to earth ! for whaMnould I do here, 
Like a decaying flower, still withering 
Under his bitter words, whose kindly heat 
Should give my poor heart life? No, curse me, 
Julio ! 

Thou canst not do me sucli a benefit 
As that, and well done, that the Heavens may 
licar it. 

Julio. [Aside.\ Oh, fair tears ! were you but as 
chaste as subtle, 

Like bones of saints, you would work miracles. 
AVhat were these women to a man that knew not 
The thousand, thousand ways of their deceiving?^ 
What riches had he found ? Oh, he would think 
Himself still dreaming of a blessedness. 

That, like continual spring, should ilouiish ever: 
For if she were as good as she is seeming. 

Or, like an eagle, could renew her virtues, 

Nature had made another world of sweetness.— 
Be not so grieved, sweet mistress; what I said, 
You do, or should know, was but passion : 

Pray wipe your eyes, and kiss me. Take these 
trifles, 

Fears.l i.e. Actions that s/tock, or terrif'y inc.—>Ed. 1778,. 
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And wear them for me, which are only rich 
When you will put them on. Indeed, I love you: 
Beshrew iny sick lieart, if I grieve not for you ! 

Ldia. Will you dissemble still ? I am a fool, 
And you may easily rule me. If you flatter, 

The sin will be your own. 

Julio, You know I do not. 

Ixlia. And shall I be so childish once again, 
After my late experience of }our spite, 

To credit you ? You do not know how deep 
(Or, if you did, yflwou^ be kimler to me) 

This bitterness of yours has struck my heart. 

JuHo. I pray, no more. 

Ldia. Thus you would do, I warrant, 

If I were married to you. 

Julio, Married to me ? 

Is that your end ? 

Ldia. Yes; is not that the best end, 

And, as all hold, the noblest way of love ? 

Why do you look so strange, sir ? Do not you 
Desire it should be so ? 

Julio. Stay \ 

Ldia. Answer me. 

Julio, EareweU! [Edt. 

Ldia. Ay! are you there ? are all these tears 
lost tlien r 

Am I so overtaken by a fool. 

In my best days and tricks ? My wise fellow. 

I’ll make you smart for’t, as I am a woman ! 

And, if thou be’st not timber, yet I’ll warm thcc.^ 


^ Jnd if thou best not timber, yet 17/ inarm thee.'] That is, If 
thou art not Umber, i shall warm thee yet. This is plain sense, and 
would not have rec^uired a note, if Mason had not declared the line, 
HS it stands, nonsense, and proposed to point thus, 

And if thou be’st not timberyet, I’ll warm thee. 
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THE CAPTAIN. 




Enter Woman* 


And is he "one ? 

Woman. Yes. 

Lelia. He’s not so lightly struck, 

To be recovered with a base repentance ; 

I should be sorry then. Fortune, I pry thee 
Give me this man but once more in my arms, 
.And, if I lose him, women have no charms ! 

r 


ACT II. SCENE L 


The StreeU 


Enter Jacomo and FABuirro. 

Jac. Signor, what think you of this sound of 
wais ? 

Fah. As only of a sound : They that intend 
To do are like deep waters, that run quietly, 
Leaving no trace ® of what they were behind ’em* 

- ^ Leaving no face .3 Mr Seward substitutes noise for face ; as 
the latter word does not “ agree,” says he, ** with the former or 
subsequent metaphors.” Mr Sampson thinks “ that neither face 
or fioise are at ail proper in this place.” ^Vc think trace a much 
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This rumour is too common, and too loud, 

To carry truth. 

J(W, Shall we ne’er live to see 
Men look like men again, upon a march ? 

This cold dull rusty peace makes us aj)pcar 
Like empt}' pictures, only tlie faint shadows 
Of what we should he. ’Would to God my mother 
Had given hut half her will to my begetting, 
And made me woman, to sit still and sing. 

Or be sick when I list, or any thiiig 
That is too idle for^i man to think of! 

Would I had been a whore I ’t had been a course 
Certain, and (of my conscience) of more gain 
Than two commands, as I would handle it. 

Taith, r could wish 1 had been any thing, 

Kather than what I am, a soldier, 

A carrier, or a cobler, when I knew 

What ’twas to wear a sword first 1 for their trades 

Are, and shall be, a constant way of life, 

While men send cliccscs up, or wear out buskins. 

Thou art a little too impatient, 

And mak’st thy anger a far more vexation 
Than the not having wars. I am a soldier, 

Which is my whole inheritance, yet I, 

Though I could wish a breach with all the world., 
If not dishonourable, I am not so malicious 
To curse the fair peace of my mother-country. 

But thou want’st money, and the first supply 
Will bury these thoughts in thee. 


better word than cither of the others, if not the original.-— 
Ed. I77S. 

The sentence in the text is very inaccurately expressed, but not 
nonsensical, as Mason pronounces. Fabritio denies the truth of 
the report of'war, and says, those who intend to act, or commence 
a war, do not blaxc their purport by loud rumours, but appear 
perfectly quief, like deep w'liters, which run so calmly as not to 
manifest their strength by exerting it in a violent manner, ThO 
amendment of the editors appears indispensably requisite. 
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Jac, ’Pox o’ peace ! 

It fills the kingdom full of holidays, 

And only feeds the wants of wdiorcs and pipcis, 
And makes the idle drunken rogues get spinsters, 
’Tis tiue, I may want money, and no little, 

And almost clothes too; of which if 1 had both 
In full abundance, yet against all peace 
(That brings up mischiefs thicker than a showei) 
1 would speak louder than a lawyer. 

Ey Heaven, it is the surfeit of all youth, 

That makes the toughness and the stiength of 
nations 

Melt into women ; ’tis an case that broods 
Thieves and bastards only. 
luih. This IS moie 

(Though It be tiue) than we ought to lay open, 
And seasons only of an iiidisciclion. 

Eclieve me, captain, such distemperd ‘'pirits, 
Once out of motion, though they be pioof-\ aliant. 
If they appear thus violent and fiery, 

Eiced but their own disgraces, and aie nearer 
Doubt and suspect in princes, than lewards. 

Jac. ’Tis well they can be near ’em any way. 
Eut cull you those true spirits ill-aflected. 

That, whilst the wars weie, served like walls and 
libs 

To giidlc in the kingdom, and now, falfn 
Through a faint peace into afihction, 

Speak but their miseiies? Come, come, Fabiitio, 
\ou may pretend what patience ;you please, 

And seem to yoke \our wants like passions; ’ 

’ To yoke your u (inf ^ like passton't.^ Mr inJ, co'isKJciiPg 
iiant as one oi our passions/' objects to this leading, and pio- 
poscs to substitute, uants and paaiom. Mr Sjmpson \%ould read, 

• to CLOAK your 7iant\ life pasaons. 

^ Toyolc you} uants like pasnons may, Ij’’ aii^Iit wc sc**, be the 
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But, while I know thou art a soldier, 

And a deserver, and no other harvest 
But what thy sword reaps for thee to come in, 
You shall be pleased to give me leave to tell you, 
You wish a devil of this musty peace : 

To which prayer,-as one that’s bound in conscience, 
And all that love our trade, I cry, Amen! 

Fab. Pry thee no more; we shall live well 
enough : 

There’s ways enough besides the wars, to men 
That are not logs, and lie still for the hands 
Of others to remove ’em. 

Jac. You may thrive, sir; 

Thou art young and handsome yet, and well enough 
To please a widow; thou canst sing, and tell 
These foolish love-tales, and indite a little, 

And, if need be, compile a pretty matter, 

And dedicate it to the Honourable; 

Which may awaken his compassion, 

To make you clerk o’ th’ kitchen, and at length 
Come to be married to my lady’s woman. 

After she’s crack’d i’ th’ ring.® 

Fab. ’Tis verv well, sir. 

Jac, But what dost thou think shall become 
of me. 


right reading; and the whole passage signiHes, that “ Fabritio 
might indeed pretend to patience, and endeavour to curb his ne- 
ces^ities and his appetites, yet he was in reality an enemy to peace.'' 
—Ed. 1778. 

The text may mean, ** And seem to subdue'ypur wants as you 
do your pa^siims ** Want is a suffering,- but'can hardly be called 

The la.t explanation is'probably the true one. 

* sheVcrack’d i’ th' ring.] This phrase occurs in Hamlet, 
act ii. scene li; ** Pray God your voice, like a piece of uncurrent 
gold, be not cKOck'd within the ring.’* And again, as Mr Steevens 
obf-ervesf 111 Ben Jotison's Magnetic Lady; ** Light gold, and crack’d 
within the ring,” — Reed. 


9 
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With all my imperfections ? Let me die, 

If I think I shall ever reach above 
A forlorn tapster, or some frothy fellow. 

That stinks of stale beer! 

Fab Captain Jacomo, 

Why should you think so hardly of your virtues ? 

Jac, What virtues? By this light, I have no virtue 
But downright bud'eting! What can my face; 
(Ihat is no better than a ragged map mow. 

Of where I have march’d and travell’d) profit me? 
Unless it be for ladies to almse, 

And say ’twas spoil’d for Want of a bmgrace 
When I was young, and now 'twill make a true 
Prog-nostication of what man must be ? 

Tell me of a fellow that can mend noses? and 
complain, 

So tall a soldier should want teeth to his stomach? 
And how it was great pity, that it was,’ 

That he that made my body was so busied 
He could not stay to make my legs too, but was 
driven 

To clap a pair of cat^sticks to my knees, 

For which 1 am indebted to two school-boys ? 
This must follow- necessaiy. 

Fab. There’s no such matter. 

Jae. Then for my morals, and those hidden pieces 
That art bestows, upon me, they are such. 

That, when they come to light, I am sure will 
shame me; . . 

For I can neither write, nor read, nor speak, 

That any man shall hope to profit by me; 

And for my languages', they are so many, 

® And that it was great pity, that xoas.'] Perhaps the poet had 
the following line of Hotspur's speech, in King Henry 1V« part L 
in his mind, . - 

** And that it was great pity, so it was, &c.” 

VOL. IX. I. 
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That, put them all together, they will scarce 
Serve to-beg single beer in. The plain truth is, . 
I love a soldier, and can lead him on, 

And if he fight well, I dare make him drunk : 
This is my virtue, and if this will do. 

I’ll scramble yet amongst ’em. 

Fab, *Tis your way 

To be thus pleasant still ; but fear not, man, 

For though the wars fail, we shall screw ourselves 
Into some course of life yet. 

Jac, Good Fabritio, 

Have a quick eye upon me, for I fear 
This peace will make me something that I love not 
For, by my troth, though I am plain and dudgeon, 
I would not be an ass; and to sell parcels, 

I can as soon be bang’d. Pr’ythee bestow me. 
And speak some little good, though I deserve not. 


Enter Father, disguised as an old Soldier, on one side 

of the Stage. 

Fab. Come, we’ll consider more. Stay! this 
Should be another windfall of the wars. 

Jac, He looks indeed like an old tatter’d colours. 
That every wind would borrow from the staff: 
These are the hopes we have for all our hurts. 
They have not cast his tongue too ?— 

Father. They that say 

Hope never leaves a wretched man that seeks her, 
I think are either patient fools, or liars; 

* Though I am plain and dudgeon.^ A dudgeon was a particu¬ 
lar kind of dagger, as the commentators on Shakspeare have proved 
by many quotations, though they have overlooked Cotgrave's sim¬ 
ple interpretation of dague a ro'illes, ** a Scottish dagger, or dud- 
geon-haft da^er." In the text, the word occurs in a very unusual 
manner; but the phrase probably means, Though 1 am a plain 
fighting man, &c. 


2 
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Scene L] THE CAPTAIN. 

I am sure I find it so! for I am master’d 
With such a misery and grief together, 

That that stay’d anchor men lay hold upon 
In all their needs, is to me lead that bows, 

Or breaks, with every strong sea of my sorrows. 
I could now question Heaven (were it well 
To look into their justice) why those faults, 
Those heavy sins others provoke ’em with, 
Should be rewarded on the heads of us 
That hold the least alliance to their vices : 

But this would be too curious; for I see 
Our suffering, not disputing, is the end 
Reveal’d to us of all tnese miseries. 

Jac. Twenty such holy hermits in a camp 
Would make ’em all Carthusians: I’ll be hang’d 
If he know what a whore is, or a health. 

Or have a nature liable to learn, 

Or so much honest nurture to be drunk. 

I do not think he has the spleen to swear 
A greater oath than sempsters utter socks with.® 
Spur him a question. 

Father. They are strangers both 
To me as \ to them, I hope. I would not have 
Me and my shame together known by any : 

I’ll rather lie myself unto another.^ 

Fab, 1 need not ask you, sir, your country; 


^ Utter soc/t^.] i. e. Sell them. So in Shakspcarje’s Romeo, 

** Such mortal drugs I have, but Mautua*s law 
“ Is deiiUi to any he that utters them,” 

Every sa/tf, which tends to render things common, is metaphorically 
considered as a kind of publication.—Ed. 1778* 

^ I'll rather lie wyselj"unto another,'^ Mason, with considerable 
plausibility, proposes to read, another; “ that is, I would 
rather by my lies assume another character than be known in ray 
own.” The explanation is just, but it may be doubted whether 
the text may not bear the same import. 
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I hear you speak this tongue: Pray what more 
are you ? 

Or have you been ? if it be not offensive 
To urge you so far. Misery in your years 
■Gives every thing a tongue to question it. 

Father» Sir, though I could be pleased to make 
my ills 

Only mine own, for grieving other men,^ 

Yet, to so fair and courteous a demander. 

That promises compassion, at worst pity,^ 

I will relate a little of my story. 

I am a gentleman, however thus 

Poor and unhappy; which, believe me, sir, 

Was not born with me ; for I well have tried 
Both the extremes of fortune, and have found 
Both dangerous. My younger years provoked me, 
(Feeling in what an ease I slept at home, 

Which to all stirring spirits is a sickness) 

To see far countries, and observe their customs : 

I did so, and I travelfd till that course 
Stored me with language, and some few slight 
manners. 

Scarce worth my money; when an itch possess’d me 
Of making arms my active end of travel. 

Fah. But did you so ? 

Father, I did ; and twenty winters 
I wore the Christian cause upon my sword, 
Against his enemies.^ At Buda siege, 

* -for grieving other men.'] That is, to avoid grieving other 

men.— 

s Thai promises compassion, ut worst pity.] The poets seem to 
use compassion in the s^nse of rclitf added to. pity ; pity as simple 
commiseration,’~~'Ed 1778. 

* Against his enemies,} Mr Seward would have us read its for 
hiSf as necessary to the grammar of the passage: I see no reason 
for this, because it is usual in the Saxon writers, and those who 
succeeded them; Spenser particularly abounds in it; our authors 
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Scene L] THE CAPTAIN. 

Full tiiany a cold night have I lodged in armour, 
M’hen all was frozen in me but mine honour; 
And many a day, when both the sun and cannon 
Strove who should most destroy us, have I stood 
Mail’d up in steel, when my tough sinews shrunk, 
And this parch’d body ready to consume 
As soon to ashes, as the pike I bore. 

Ayant has been to me as another nature ; 

Ayhich makes me with this patience still profess it. 
And, if a soldier may, without vainglory, 

Tell what he has done, believe m^, gentlemen, 

I could turn over annals of my dangers ! 

With this poor weakness have I maim’d a breach, 
And made it firm with so much blood, that all 
I had to bring me off alive was anger. 

Thrice was I made a slave, and tlirice redeem’d 
At price of all I had ; the miseries 
Of which times, if 1 had a heart to tell, 

AFoiild make ye weep likechildren; but i’ll spare ye. 

Jac, Fabritio, we two have been soldiers 
Above these fourteen years, yet, o’ my conscience, 
All we have seen, compared to his experience, 
Has been but cudgel-play, or cock-fighting ! 

By all the faith I have in arms, I reverence 
The very poverty of this brave fellow; 

Which were enough itself^ and his,^ to strengthen 

too, as the learned reader will observe, have it more than once in 
their plays, and even Milton hiinseli has approved the practice. 

Si/mpson[ 

The poet merely refers to Christ when he uses the pronoun; the 
Christian causCf as Mason observes wilb no great ingenuity, being 
the cause of Christ. 

’ And Am.] The editors of J750 object to this reading, conjec¬ 
ture various others, and at last exhibit, as Am. The line is, to be 
sure, rather bard; but as it may be underbtoud, cannot warrant- 
ably be altered.——Ed. 1778. 

The last editors are ngot in rejecting the alteration, but have 
. neglected to explain the context, which evidently means—The 
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The weakest town against half Christendom. 

I was never so ashamed of service 

In all my life before, now I consider 

What I have done; and yet the rogues would swear 

I was a valiant fellow : I do find 

The greatest danger I have brought my life through, 

Now I have heard this worthy, was no more 

Than stealing of a may-pole, or, at worst, 

Fighting at single billet® with a bargeman. 

FaL I do believe him, Jacomo. 

Jac. Believe him ? 

I have no faith within me, if I do not. 

Father. I see they are soldiers, [Aside. 

And, if we may judge by affections, 

Brave and deserving men. How they are stirr’d 
But with a mere relation of what may be ! 

Since I have won belief and am not known, 
Forgive me, Honour ! 1*11 make use of thee, 

Fah. Sir, ’would I were a man or great or able, 
To look with liberal eyes upon your virtue. 

Jac. Let’s give him all we have, and leave off 
prating.— 

Here, soldier ; there’s even five months’ pay; be 
merry. 

And get thee handsome clothes. 

Fab. What mean you, Jacomo ? 

Jac. You are a fool! 

The very story’s worth a hundred pounds. 

Give him more money. 

Father. Gentlemen, I know not 
How I am able to deserve this blessing; 

very poverty of this brave fellow were enough, being his, that is, 
being the attribute of a man of such consummate valour, to 
strengthen the weakest town,” &c. 

‘ Fighting at single billet.] BiUet seems here to be used for a 
cudgel. 
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But if I live to see fair days again. 

Something Til do in honour of your goodness^ 
That shall shew thankfulness, if not desert. 

Fab, If you please, sir, till we procure you place. 
To eat with us, or wear such honest garments 
As our poor means can reach to, you shall be 
A welcome man: To say more, were to feed you 
Only with words. We honour what you have been, 
For we are soldiers, though not near the worth 
You spake of lately. 

Father. I do guess ye so; 

And knew, unless ye were a soldier, 

Ye could not find the way to know my wants. 
Jac. But methinks all this while you are too 
temperate: 

Do you not tell men sometimes of their dulness, 
When you are griped, as now you are, with need? 
I do; and let them know those silks they wear, 
The war weaves for ’em; and the bread they eat 
We sow, and reap again, to feed their hunger. 

I tell them boldly, they are masters of 
Notbipg but what we fight for; their fair women 
Lie playing in their arms, whilst we, likdl Lares, 
Defend their pleasures. I am angry too, 

And often rail at these forgetful great men 
That suffer us to sue, for what we ought 
To have flung on us, ere we ask. 

Father. I have 

Too often told my griefs that way, when all 
I reap’d was rudeness of behaviour: 

In their opinions, men of war that thrive, 

Must thank ’em when they rail, and wait to live. 
Fab, Come, sir; 1 see your wants need more 
relieving. 

Than looking what they are: Pray go with us. 
Father, 1 thank you, gentlemen 1 Since you are 
pleased 
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To do a benefit, I dare not cross it : 

And wliat my service or endeavours may 
Stand you in stead, you shall command, not pray. 

Jac. So voii sliall us. 
ril to the tailor’s with you bodily. 


SCENE IL 


Night — Sf7'eet btfore Frederick’s House. 


Enter FaEDEaiCK, Lonovico, mid Piso. 

♦ 

Lod. Well, if this be true, FU believe a woman 
When 1 have nothing else to do. 

Piso. ’Tis certain, if there be a way of truth 
In blushes, smiles, and commendations ; 

For, by this light, 1 have heard her praise yon fellow 
In such a pitch,<^as if she had studied 
To crowd the worths of all men into him : 

And 1 imagine these are seldom used 
Without their special ends, and by a maid 
Of her desires and youth. 

JPred. It may be so. 

She’s free, as you, or I am, and may have, 

By that prerogative, a liberal choice 
In the bestowing of her love. 

Lod. Bestowing? 

If it be so, she has bestow’d herself 
'Upon a trim youth! Piso, what do you call him? 
Piso. Why, Captain Jacomo. 

^d. Ob, Captain Jack-boy; 

^at is the gentleman. 
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Fred. I think he be 
A gentleman at worst. 

Lod. So think I too; 

Would he would mend, sir ! 

Fred. And a tall one too. 

Lf)d, Yes, of his teeth; for of my faith I think* 
They are sharper than his sword, and dare do more, 
If the beuffe meet him fairly.** 

Fred. V ery well! 

Piso. Now do I wonder what she means to do 
When she has married him. 

Lud. Why, well enough; 

Trail his pike under him, and be a gentlcwomaii 
Of the brave captain’s company. 

Fred. Do you hear me ? 

This woman is my sister, gentlemen. 

Lod. I’m glad she's none of mine. But, Frederick, 
Thou art not such a fool sure to be angry, 

Unless it be with her : W'e are thy friends, map. 
Fred. I think ye are. 

Lod. Yes, ’faith ! and do but tell thee 
How she will utterly o’erthrow her credit, 

If she continue gracing of this pot-gun. 

Piso. I think she was bewitch’d, or mad, or 
blind; 

She would ne’er have taken such a scare-crow' else 
Into protection. O’ my life, he looks 
Of a more rusty, swarth complexion, 

Thaji an old arming doublet! 

Lod. 1 would send 

His face to th’ cutler’s then, and have it sanguined; 
Twill look a great deal sweeter. Then his nose 


5 If the meet him fairly.'^ First folia. The two following 

editions say, bvff, Seward, beef and Mason thinks he is right: 
but there is evidently an intentional pun, however poor, betweeiv 
' the dress of a soldier of the time, and the French 

6 
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I would have shorter; and my reason is, 

His face will be ill-mounted else. 

, Piso, For his body, 

I will not be my own judge, lest I seem 
A railer; but let others look upon’t. 

And if they find it any other thing 
Than a trunk-cellar, to send wines down in. 

Or a long walking bottle, I’ll be bang’d for’t. 
His hide (for sure he is a beast) is ranker 
Than the Moscovy-leather, and grain’d like it j 
And, by all likelihoods, he was begotten 
Between a stubborn pair of winter boots; 

His body goes with straps, he is so churlish. 

Lod. He’s poor and beggarly, besides all this, 
And of a naturedar uncapable 
Of any benefit; for his manners cannot 
Shew him a way to thank a man that docs one^ 
He’s so uncivil. You maj'^ do a part 
Worthy a brother, to persuade your sister 
Prom her undoing : If she prove so foolish 
To inaYry this cast captain, look to find her. 
Within a month, where you, or any good man. 
Would blush to know her; selling cheese and 
prunes,* ** 

And retail’d bottle-ale. I grieve to think, 
Because 1 loved her, what a march this captain 
Will set her into. 

Fred, You are both, believe me, 

.Two arrant knaves; and, were it not for taking 

So just an execution from his hands 

You have belied thus, I would swaddle ye,* 

* Prunes,'^ See the Mad Lover, vol. IV, p. 233. Dishes of 
prunes were placed in the windows of brothels, as a mark of the 
occupation of the inhabitants. 

* Swaddle yej^ He means heat. So Hudibras, b. i. c. i. 23, 24r* 

** Great on the bench, great in the saddle, 

** That cou'd as well bind o'er as maddk,*"^Symyson, 

« 
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Till I could drawoff both your skins like scabbards. 
That man that you have wrong’d thus, though 
to me 

He be a stranger, yet I know so worthy. 
However low in fortune, that his worst parts. 

The very wearing of his clothes, would make 
Two better gentlemen than you dare be; 

For there is virtue in his outward things. 

Lod. Belike you love him then ? 

Tred, Yes, marry do I, 

Lod. And will be angry for him ? 

Frtd, If you talk. 

Or pull your face into a stitch again,* 

As I love truth, I shall be very ang'ry! 

Do not I know thee (though thou hast some land, 
To set thee out thus among gentlemen) 

To be a prating and vain glorious ass? 

I do not wrong thee now, for 1 speak truth. 

Do not I know thou hast been a cudgel’d coward. 
That has no cure for shame but cloth of silver ? 
And think’st the wearing of a gaudy suit 
Hides all disgraces ? 

Lod, I understand you not; you hurt not me, 
Your anger flies so wide. 


5 A stitch again.'\ 'Tis plain by stitch here we must understand 
smile, but how it is to be made out, perhaps may nut be so easy to 
every capacity. I have not altered the text, though I suspcci it is 
corrupted, and as such propose a coi\jccture which may stand or 
fall according to its worth : 

Or draw your face into a smirk again. 

Smirk comes from the A. ^.Smercian, subridere, arridere, to smile. 

Sympson, 

Stitch alludes to the face being in laughter, contracted, or in a 
manner convulsed. —Cd. 1778. 

Or possibly Ludovico put the fast question with a frown, and it 
may be this contraction of his brows which Frederick calls pull- 
, ing his face into a stitch. 
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in 

Piso, Signior Frederick, 

You much mistake this gentleman. 

Fred. No, sir. 

Piso, If you would please to be less angry, 

I would tell you how- 

F7'ed, You had better study, sir. 

How to excuse yourself, if you be able; 

Or I shall tell you once again- 

Pzso. Not me, sir; 

For, I protest, what I have said was only 
To make you understand your sister’s danger. 
Lod. He might, if it pleased him, conceive it so. 
Fred, I might, if it pleased me, stand still and 
hear 

My sister made a May-game, might I not ? 

And give allowance to your liberal jests 
Upon his person, whose least anger would 
Consume a legion of such wretched people. 

That have no more to justify their actions 
But their tongues’ ends? that dare lie every way, 
As k mill grinds? From this hour, I renounce 
All part ot fellowship that may hereafter 
Make me take knowledge of you, but for knaves; 
And take heed, as ve love whole skins and cox- 
combs, 

How, and to whom, ye prate thus. For this time, 
I care not if I spare ye: Do not shake ; 

I will not beat ye, though ye do deserve it 
Richly. 

Pod, This is a strange course, Frederick! 

But sure you do not, or you would not, know us. 
Beat us ? 

P/so, ’Tis somewhat low, sir, to a gentleman. 
Fred, I’ll speak but few words, but I’ll make 
’em truths : * 

Get you gone both, and quickly, without murmur¬ 
ing, 
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Or looking big ; and yet, before you go, 

I will have this confess’d, and seriously, 

That you two are two rascals. 

Lod. How I 
Fred, Two rascals. 

Come, speak it from 3 'our hearts ; or, by this lights 
My sword shall fly among ye! Answer me. 

And to the point, directly. 

Piso, You shall have 

Your will for this time, since we see you’re grown 
So far untemperate : Let it be so, sir, 

In your opinion. 

I'red. Do not mince the matter, 

But speak the words plain. And you, Lodovick, 
That stand so tally * on your reputation, 

You shall be he shall speak it. 

Lod. This is pretty ! 

Fred. Let me not stay upon’t! 

Lod. Well, we are rascals ; 

Yes, Piso, we are rascals. 

Fred. Get ye gone now ! 

Not a word more ! you are rascals. 

[E.veunt Lonovico and Piso. 

Enter Fabritio and Jacomo. 

Fab. That should be Frederick, 

Jac. ’Tis he.—Frederick ! 

Fred, Who’s that? 

Jac. A friend, sir. 

Fred, It is so, by the voice. 

1 have sought you, gentlemen; and, since I have 
found you 

So near our house. Ill force ye stay a while: 

I pray let it be so. 

* S» tally.] From tall, i. e. 5ec.—Ed. 1779. 
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Fab. It is too late; 

We’ll come and dine to-morrow with your sister, 
And do our services. 

Jac, Who were those with you ? 

Fab, We met two came from hence. 

Fred, Two idle fellows. 

That you shall beat hereafter; and I’ll tell you. 
Some fitter time, a cause sufficient for it. 

Fab. But, Frederick, tell me truly; do you think 
She can affect my friend ? [Aside to Frederick. 
Fred. No certainer * 

Than when I speak of him, or any other, 

She entertains it with as much desire 
As others do tlieir recreations. 

Fab, Let not him have this light by any means: 
He will but think he’s mock’d, and so grow angry, 
Even to a quarrel, he’s so much distrustful 
Of all that take occasion to commend him, 
Women especially ; for which he shuns 
All conversation with ’em, and believes 
He can be but a mirth to all their sex.— 

[Lute within. 

Whence is this music ? 

Fred, From my sister’s chamber. 

Fab, The touch is excelleiit; let’s be attentive: 
Jac, Hark ! are the waits abroad } 

Fab. Be softer, pry thee; 

’Tis private music. 

Jac, VVliat a din it makes ? 

I had rather hear a Jew’s trump than these lutes; 
They cry like school-boys. 

s No certainer 

Than when I speak of him, or any other,"] This line may easily 
be misunderstood for uant of attending to the* construction, as well 
as one in Jonson’s Stjuius: 

** Mean time give order that his books be burnt 
“ To th* S.diit%.'*‘^Sympson, 
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Fab. Pr’ythee, Jacomo I 
Jac. Well, I will hear, or sleep, I care not 
whether. [Lays down. 

Frank and Clora appear at the fVindoxv. 


THE SONG. 

1 . Tell mCy dearesty what is love f 

2 . Tis a lightning from above ; 

''Tis an arrow^ *tis a Jh^e^ 

’Tis a boy they call Desire. 

Both. ^Tis a grave^ 

Gapes to have 

Those poor fools that long to prove, 

1. Tell me more^ are women true ? 

2 . Yes, some are, and some as you. 

Some are willing, some are strange. 

Since you men first taught to change. 
Both, And till troth 
Be in both, 

All shall love, to love anew. 

1 . Tell me more yet, can they grieve ? 

2 . Yes, and sicken sore, but live : 

And be wise, and delay, 

When you men are as wise as they. 

Both. Then I see. 

Faith xoill be. 

Never till they both believe. 

Frank. Clora! come hither! who are these be¬ 
low there ? 

Clora. Where? 

Frank. There. 
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'Clora. Ha! I should know their shapes, 
Though it be darkish. There are both our brothers: 
What should they make thus late here ? 

Frank, What’s the other r 
Clora, What t’other ? 

Frank, He that lies along there. 

Clora, Oh, I see him, 

As if he had a branch of some great pedigree 
Grew out on’s belly.® 

Frank, Yes, 

Clora, That should be, 

If I have any knowledge in proportion- 

Fab. They see us. 

Fred, Tis no matter. 

Fab. What a log’s this, 

To sleep such music out i 
Fred. No more; let’s hear 'em. 

Clora.'^ The Captain Jacomo; those arc his legs, 
Upon my conscience. 

Frank. By my faith, and neat ones! 

Clora. You mean, the boots; I think they are 
neat by nature.® 

Frank, As thou art knavish. ’Would 1 saw his 
face 1 

Clora, Twould scare you in the dark. 

Frank. A worse than that 
Has never scared you, Clora, to my knowledge. 
Clora, ’Tis true, for I have never seen a worse; 

^ jIs if he had a branch of some great pedigree 
Grew out on*s This is a ridicule on the usual practice 

of representing a heraldic pedigree. The reader may sec a speci¬ 
men prefixed to the Rolliad. 

’ Clora# If I have any knowledge in proportion'— ,The repe¬ 
tition of this line seems to be a mistake of the press or transcriber; 
wo have therefore omitted iu—£d. 177S. 

* Neat by nature,'\ A pun upon neat’s kafAw.—Ed. 1778. 
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Nor, while I say my prayers heartily, 

I hope I shall not. 

Frank Well. I am no tell-tale: 

But is it not frreat pity, tell me, Clora, 

That such a hrave deserving gentleman 
As every one delivers this to be. 

Should have no more respect and worth flung on 
him 

By able men ^ Were I one of these great ones, 
Sucli virtue should not sleep thus. 

Clora. Were he greater, 

He would sleep more, I think. I'll waken him. 
Frank. Away, you fool! 

Clora Is he not dead already. 

And they two taking order 

About his blacks?® Methinks they are very busy. 
A fine clean corse he is ’ I would have him buried 
Even as he lies, cross-lrgg*d, like one o*th’Teinplars, 
(If his Westphalia gammons will hold crossing) 
And on his breast a buckler, with a pike in’t,‘ 

In which I would have some learned cutler 
Compile an epitaph ; and at his feet 
A mustjuet, with this word * upon a label, 

(Which from the cock’s mouth thus should be de¬ 
li vei’d) 

“ I have discharged the office of a soldier.’* 

’ Blacks ] The usual phrase for mourning weeds. 

* Pde iii't-] The pike and sword in funerals are laid upon the 
shield, pci haps thereiu*c the original might be on*£; unless the 
term be used iii herald ly — Seward. 

In*t^ ae apprehend, meins lY; and the whole design 

makes a ludicrous pictuie.—Ed. 177 ^* 

* IFord.'] Here means sentence. So Spenser in his fairy Queen, 
more than once.— Sampson. 

IVord IS a liteial translation of the more usual Italian term, 
motto, 

VOL. IX. V 
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Frank, Well, if thv father were a soldier^ 

Thus thou wouldst use him. 

Clora, Such a soldier, 

I would indeed.— 

Fah. If he hear this, not all 
The power of man could keep him from the win¬ 
dows, 

Till they were down, and all the doors broke open. 
ForGod’s sake, make her cooler; I dare not venture 
To bring him else : I know he’ll go to buffets 
Within live words with her, if she holds this spirit- 
Let’s waken him, and away; we shall hear worse 
else. 

Frank. Well, if I be not even with thee, Clora, 
Let me be bang’d, for this 1 I know thou dost it 
Only to anger me, and purge your wit. 

Which would break out else. 

Clora. 1 have found ye; 

I’ll he no more cross. Bid ’em good night. 

Frank. No, no; 

Tliey shall not know wc have seen ’em. Shut the 
wi ndow. [-E.I cunt Fu a n k and C j,ou a . 

Fab. Will you get up, sir^ 

Jac. Have you paid the fiddlers? 

Fab. You are not left to do it. Fy upon thee ! 
Hast thou forsworn manners? 

Jac. Yes; unless they 

Would let me eat my meat without long graces. 
Or chink without a preface to the pledger,^ 

Of “ Will it please your” “Shall 1 be so bold, sir** 
‘‘ Let me icmember your good bed-fellow!” 

And he, and kiss iny hand unto my mistress 
As often as an ape does for an apple. 


- to the pit ; 

Oil iLill it pteoiCf \c.] Collected in 1750. 
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These are mere schisms in soldiers; (where’s my 
friend ?) 

These are to us as bitter as purgations: 

We love that general freedom we aie bred to; 
Hang these faint fooleries ! they smell ot peace. 
Do they not, friend ? 

Fab, Taith, sir, to me they are 
As things indiffeicnt; yet I use ’em not, 

Or, if I did, they would not prick my conscience. 
Fred, Come, shall we go ? ’Tis late. 

Jac, Yes, any whither: 

But no more music; it has made me dull. 

Fab, ’Faith, any thing but drinking distuibs 
thee, Jacoino. 

We’ll even to bed, 

Jac, Content. 

Fab. Thou’lt dream of wenches. 

Jac. I never think of any, (I thank Ciod) 

But when I am drunk; and then, ’tis but to cast 
A cheap way how they may be all destroy’d, 

Like veimin. Let’s away; I am very sleepy. 

Fab, Ay, thou art ever so, or angry. Come. 

\EjccunU 
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ACT III. SCENE 1. 


Tht Street, 


Enter Julio and Angelo. 

Julio, I will but see her once more, Angelo, 
That I may hate her more, and then I am 
Mvseir again. 

jlns^ I would not have thee tempt lust; 

Tis a way dangerous, and will deceive thee, 
Hadbt thou the constancy of all men in thee. 

Julio. Having her sins before me, I dare sec her, 
^Vcic she as catching as the plague, and deadly, 
And tell her she is fouler than all those, 

And far more pestilent, if not repentant; 

And, like a strong man, chide her well, and leave 
her. 

y/wg. Tis easily said. Of what complexion is she? 
Julio. IMake hut a curious frame unto thyself, 
As thou wouldst shape an angel in thy thought; 
Such as the poets, when their fancies sweat, 
Imagine Juno is, or fair-eyed Pallas; 

And one more excellent than all those figures 
Shalt thou find her. She’s brown, but of a sweet¬ 
ness, 

(If such a poor word may express her beauty) 
Believe me, Angelo, would do more mischief 
With a forced smile, than twenty thousand Cupids, 
With their love-quivers full of ladies’ eyes, 

And twice as many fiames, could fling upon us, 
Ang. ,Of what age is she ? 
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JuVio, As a rose at fairest. 

Neither a bud, nor blown; but such a one, 

Were there a Hercules to get again 
With all his glory, or one more than he, 

The god would cnuse out ’mongst a race of women 
To make a mother of,* She is outwardly 
All that bewitches sense, all that entices; 

Nor is it in our virtue to uncharm it. 

And when she speaks, oh, Angelo, then music 
(Such as old Orpheus made, that gave a soul 
To aged mountains, and made rugged beasts 
Lay by their rages; and tall trees, that knew 
No sound but tempests, to bow down their branches. 
And hear, and wonder; and the sea, whose surges 
Shook their white heads in Heaven, to be as mid¬ 
night 

Still and attentive) steals into our souls 
So suddenly, and stiangely, that wc are 
From that time no more ours, but what she pleases! 
Why look, how far you have thrust your¬ 
self again 

Into your old disease! Are you that man, 

With such a resolution, that vmuld venture 


^ The Gods %ouId ckuse, In Dryden's All for Love, or the 
Wuild Well Loht, act iv. ib a beautiful passage, something similar 
to this ni uui aulhorb : 

** I pity Dolabella; but she’s dangerous ; 

“ Her eyes have power, beyond 'rhes^alian charms, 
fo draw the moon from Heaven; for elMuence, 

“ The sea-gieen icns taught her voice tneir flatt'ry; 

** And, while she speaks, night steals upon the day, 

“ Unmark’d ot those that hear: Then she’s so chaiming, 

“ Age buds at sight of her, and swells to youth ; 

** The hol^ pi Hots gaze on her when she smiles ; 

** And with heaved hands, forgetting gravity. 

They bless lK*r wanton eyes : Ev*n 1 who hate her, 

** With a malignant joy behold such beauty; 

And, while 1 curse, desire it.” 


Reed, 
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To take your leave of folly, and now melt 
Even in repeating her ? 

Julio. I liad forgot me. 

As you will still do. 

Julio. No ; the strongest man 
May have the grudging of an ague on him; 

This is no moie. Let’s go; I would fain be fit 
To be thy friend again, for now I am no man’s! 

Ang. Go you: I dare not go, 1 tell you truly; 
Nor were it wise I should. 

Julio, Why ? 

Auo, I am well, 

And, if I can, will keep myself so. 

Jul/o. Hu ? 

Thou inak st me smile, though I have little cause, 
To sec how prettily thy fear becomes thee : 

Art thou not strong enough to sec a woman ? 

Aug. Yes, twenty thousand; but not such a one 
As you have made Iier: I’ll not lie for th’ matter; 
I know 1 am frail, and may be cozen’d too, 

By such a syren. 

Mio. ’Faith, thou shalt go, Angelo ! 

Aug. ’Faith, but I will not! No; I know how 
far, sir, 

I’m able to hold out, and will not venture 
Above my depth. I do not long to have 
JNIy sleep ta’en from me, and go pulingly, 

Like a poor wench had lost her market-money; 
And, when I see good meat, sit still and sigh, 

And call for sniill beer, and consume my wit 
In making anagrams, and faithful posies: 

I do not like that itch; I am sure 1 had rather 
Have the main pox, and safer. 

Julio. Thou shalt go ; 

I must needs have thee as a witness with me 
Of my repentance. As thou lov’st me, go ! 

Au^. Well, I will go, since }Oii will have it so; 





Scene II.] THE CAPTAIN. 

But if I prove a fool too, look to have me 
Curse you continually, and fearfully. 

Julio» And if thou seest me tall again, good 
Angelo, 

Give me thy counsel quickly, lest I peiish. 

Ang. Play God, 1 have enough to save myself! 
For, as 1 have a soul, 1 had lathei vcntuic 
Upon a savage island than this woman! [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Another Street, 


fjtiter Father^ in brate Appm c/, and Servant tvith a 

Letter, 

Father, From whom, sir, comes this bounty ? 
foi I think 
You aie mistaken. 

Su'v, No, sir; ’tis to you, 

I’m sure, my mistress sent it. 

Father, Who’s your mistress, 

That 1 may gi\e her thanks ? 

Serv. The virtuous widow. 

Father, The virtuous widow, sir? I know none 
such. 

Pray what’s her name ? 

Serv, Leha. 

Father, I knew you err’d; 

Tis not to me, I wairant you. There, sir 5 
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Carry it to those she feeds fat with such favours; 
I am a stranger to her. 

Serv, Good sir, take it, 

And, if 3 'ou will, ril swear she sent it to you; 
Fori am sure mine eye never went off you 
Since you forsook the .gentlemen you talk'd with 
Just at her door. 

Father, Indeed, I talk’d with two. 

Within this half hour, in the street. 

Serv, ’Tis you, sir. 

And none but you, I am sent to. Wiser men 
Would have been thankful sooner, and received it; 
*Tis not a fortune every man can brag of, 

And from a woman of her excellence. 

Father, Well, sir, I am catechized. What more 
belongs to’t ? 

Serv, This only, sir; she would entreat you come 
This evening to her without fail. 

Father. I will. 

Sen'. You guess where. 

Father, Sir, I have a tongue else. 

[Fjxit Sergeant, 

She is downright devil; or else my wants 
And her disobedience have provoked her 
To look into her foul self, and be sorry. 

I wonder how she knew me ! I had thought 
I had been the same to all I am to them 
That changed me thus: God pardon me for lying! 
For I have paid it home : ]\Iany a good man, 
That had but found the profit of my waj^ 

Would forswear telling true again in haste. 


Enter Lodovico and Piso. 


Here are my praters: Now, if I did well, 
1 should belabour em; but 1 have found 
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A way to quiet ’em worth a thousand on’t. 

Lod. If we could get a fellow that would do it! 

Father. What villainy is now in hand r 

[Retires, 

Piso. ’Twill be hard to be done, in my opinion, 
Unless we light upon an Englishman 
With scvenscore surfeits in him. 

Lod, Are the Englishmen 
Such stubborn drinkers?* 

Piso. Not a leak at sea 

Can suck more liquor: You shall have their chiU 
dren 

Christen’d in mull’d sack, and, at five years old, 
Able to knock a Dane down. Take an Englishman, 
And cry “ St George!” and give him but a rasher, 
And you shall have him upon even terms 
Defy a hogshead. Such a one would do it 
Home, boy, and like a workman, 

Lod. At what weapon ? ® 

* Such stubborn drinkers.'] This qualification in our countrymen 
is taken notice of by lago, in act ii. scene iii. of Othello.—' 

It is more than probable that the Danes, who were considered 
as the most potent drinkers in Europe, taught the custom to the 
Scots and the Enslisb. It is well known what orsics were sacrificed 
to B;irrhus in the castle of Croneborg, when Janies was at the 
Danish court to espouse the princess Anne; and he seems to have 
continued his excesses till his death, it is not impossible that the 
words in the text, “ Able to knock a Dane down," may allude 
to a trial of capacity for wine simpler to the one by which Sir 
Walter Riddell obtained the celebrated w.bislie from the great 
Danish toping champion, also in the reign of Janies I. Sec Burns's 
poem of The Whistle. 

• uhat ueapon ??] I have made a change in the persons 
of the speakers Lodovic and PisOy giving to iMdovic wlial w.is in 
the other edition spoke by PisOy and e contra; as thi' king the 
speeches something out of character. Piso's design seems to be, 
by the whole teimr of the conversation, to make jae-/ino soundly 
drunk : His hope of doing this is built upon t>ne ot our couurry- 
xneu, whom be describes as capable of turn-ng down an hogshead, 
with the shoeing'horn of a rasher. But would the poet, on this 
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Fm, Sherry sack: I would have him drink 
stcuk dead, 

If it were possible; at woist, past pottage.’ 

Lod Wiiat is the end then ? 

Pmo. Dost thou not pciccive it? 

If he be diiiiik dead, theies a fair end of him. 

If not, this IS my end, or by enticing, 

Oi b\ deceiving, to conduct liim wheie 
The fool is that admiies him; and if sober 
His natinc be so rugged, what will't be 
When he is hot with wine ? Come, let’s about it: 
If this be done but handsomel;y. I’ll pawn 
My head she hath done with soldieis. 

Lod, This may do well. 


•supposition, put At what ueapon^ into tlio mouth of P/ao, mahe hina 
ask li'msi'lt a question, and lot Lodovit ^ivc the .inswn ? No, 
ikuicly. Tod. has certainly been iliuptupon us, who should have 
intciiupUd riw’s naiidtive, both as to the intins and end oi 
mik'DT he raptdin drunk. What seems to conhiiu this, is the 
^pctch of Loduiic at the close of the seem, wluie 1 e bids Piw 
I kink of the otherf viz, making Jacomo fuddled, to which Fiso 
answers, 

To) the diunkardj Lodovic, 

Lei me alone, Sj/tnpion, 

' Sheiry sack ; I would haie him drink stall dead, 

IJ it wcie possible, at leasts past pottage.] Shciiy sack was 
the pai licular species,which was brought fioin \t res, in Amlalusia, 
and which we now call sheiryy in contradisiinclion to plain sack, 
winch, as RIi Malone observes, came chiefly from M ilaga. The 
second folio, and the modern copies, substitute pottage for pottage, 
and their leading certainly ailords good sinse. 1 have, howeni, 
piclerrcd the oiiginal leading, which may have been one ol tl e 
iiumciuus terms foi diflerent degrees of intoxication; paiticularly 
as the wuid occuis again in the next scene, though pci haps not 
with the same meaning. There it evideiitl> means puriidge, and it 
IS cuiious that the pluial is applied to as it is at this moment iiv 
i^cotiand: 

■■ ■ ■ ■ lie his sure 

Been a gieat lovei in his ^outh of pottage. 

They lie so dull upon his understanding. 
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Father, Here’s a new way to murder men alive! 
ni choak this train.— [Comingjorward ,"]—God save 
ye, gentlemen! 

It is to you—stay!—^yes, it is to you. 

[Gives him the letter. 

Lod. What’s to me ? 

Father. You are foil unate: I cannot stand to 
tell you moic now ; 

Meet me heie soon, and you’ll be made a man. 

[Evii. 

Lod. What vision’s this ? 

Fi w I know not. 

J.od. Well, I’ll meet it; 

'riiink you o’ th’ other, and let me awhile 
Di cam of this fellow. 

Fiso. For the drunkard, Lodovic, 

Let me alone. 

Lod. Come, let’s about it then. [Eaciml. 


SCENE III. 


A Room in Frederick’s llousc. 


Enter Cloua and Frank. 

Clora. Ha, ha, ha I Pray let me ^augh extremely. 
Frank, Why r pr’ythce why? hast thou such 
cause ^ 

Clora. Yes, ’taith; 

My brother will be here straightway, and—— 

, Frank. \Vhat ? 
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Clora. The other party. Ila, ha, ha! 

Frank, What party ? 

WciK h, thou art not drunk? 

Clora. No, Yaitli. 

Ff'ank* ’Faith, tliou hast been among the bottles, 
Clora. 

Clora, ’Faith, but I have not, Frank. Pr’ythce 
be handsome I 

The captain conies along too, wench. 

Frank. Oh, is that it 
That tickles ye ? 

Clora. Yes, and shall tickle you too; 

You understand me ? 

Frank. Jly iny troth, thou ait giown 
A strange lewd wench ! I must e’en leave thy 
company; 

Thou wilt spoil me else. 

Clora. Nay, thou art spoil’d to nry" hand, 
lladsl thou been fiec, as a good wench ought to be. 
When I went fiist a-birding* Ibi thy love, 

And louudly said, that is the man must do it, 

I had done laughing man} an hoiu ago. 

Frank. And what dost thou see m him, now 
thou know’st him. 

To he thus laugh’d at ? 

Clora. Pr’}thee be not angry, 

And I’ll speak freely to thee. 

Frank. Do; I will not. 

Clora. Then, as I hope to have a handsome 
husband. 

This fellow, in mine eye (and, Frank, 1 am held 
To ha\e a shievid guess at a pietty fellow) 
Appears a strange thing. 

Flank, VV h}, how strange, for God's sake? 
lie IS a man, and one that may content 
(For au\ thing 1 sie) a right good woman; 

And suie I am not blind. 
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Clora. There lies the question; 

For (but you say he is a man, and I 

Will credit you) I should as soon have thoiisijht him 

Another of God’s creatures * Out upon him! 

His body, that can promise nothing 
But laziness and Iona: strides.— 

Frank, These are > our es ! 

Where were they, Cloia, when you fell in love 
With the old footman, for singing of Queen D»do.?® 
And swoic he look’d, in his old velvet trunks,^ 
And his sliced Spanish jerkin, like Don .John? 
You had a parlous judgment then, my Clora. 
Clora. Who told you that ? 

Frank. I heard it. 

Clora. Come, be friends ! 

The soldier is a Mars. No more; we are all 
Subject to slide away. 

Frank. Nay, laugh on still. 

Clora. No, ’faith ; thou art a good wench, and 
’tis pity 

Thou shouldst not be well quarried at thy cntciing. 
Thou art so high-flown for liim. Look, who’s thcie! 

F.ntcr Fabjiitio and Jacomo at the Door, 

Jac. Pr’y thee, go single; what should I do there? 
Thou know’st I hate these visitations, 

As I hate peace or periy. 

Fab. Wilt thou never 
Make a right man ? 

Jac, You make a right fool of me, 

* Clueen Didol\ Thii> ballad of Queen Dulo, or the V/andcring 
Prince of Troy, obtained gieat popuUiity, and secins to be also 
alluded to in Bonducu, (vol. VI. p. 32.) It is piiiuul in Percy's 
Pvclique^, (ed. 17S4, III. 193.) 

’’ Ttucls.'l Collected in l()7p. 
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To lead me up and down to visit women, 

And be abused and laugh'd at. Let me starve 
If 1 know what to sav, unless 1 ask’em 
What their shoes cost! 

Fab. Fy upon thee, coward! 

Canst thou not sing r 

Jac. Thou know’s11 can sing nothing 
But Plunipton-Park.* 

Fab. Thou wilt be bold enough, 

When thou art enter’d once. 

Jac. I had rather enter 
A breach: If I miscarry, by this hand, 

I will have you by th’ ears for’t! 

Fab, f Enierbig.] ’Save ye, ladies! 

Clora. Sweet brother, 1 dare swear you’re wcl 
come hither; 

So is your friend. 

Fab. Come, blush not, but salute 'em. 

Frank. Good sir, believe your sister; you are 
most welcome! 

So is this worthy gentleman, whose virtues 
I shall be proud to be acquainted with. 

Jac. She has found me out already, and has 
paid me.— 

Shall wc be going? 

Fab. Peace !—Your goodness, lady, 

Will ever be afore us. For myself 


* Plumpton-Varh.‘\ This was a vulgarly popular ballad upoji 
the e\ccuii(i» ot one Alubgiave, a Westmoreland robber, who had 
stolen a large sura from the king's, receivrs. It begins, 

Down Plumpton-Park as I did pass, 

I hrurd a bird sing in a glen, 

The cluefest of her song it was, 

’ “ Faiewcll the Flower of Servingmen !*' • 

Of course it is here spoken of like Chevy Chase, or any other dis¬ 
mal ditty. 
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I will not thank you single, lest I leave 
]\Iy friend, this gentleman, out of acquaintance. 
Jnc. Moie of me yet'’ 

Frank. ’Would I were able, sir, 

From either cf your worths to merit thanks ! 
Chra But, brothei, is your friend thus sad still? 
Methinks, 

’Tis an unseemly nature in a soldier. 

Jac. What hath she to do with me, or my be- 
\m\ lour ? 

Fab. He does but shew so: Pi*}rthcc to him, 
sister! 

Jac. If I do not break thy head, lam noChiistian, 
If I get off once I 

C/ora. Sir, we must entreat you 
To think youiself more weleomc, and be merry: 
’Tis pity a fair man, of your pioportion, 

Should have a soul (jf sorrow. 

.fac. Vciy well ’— 

Pray, gent lewoman, w hat would you have me say? 
dura. Do not^you know, sir ? 

Jac. Not so well as you, 

That talk continually. 

Frank.' You have hit her, sir. 

Clara. I thank him, so he has ; 

Fail fall his sweet face for it! 

Jac. Let my face 

Alone, I would wish you, lest I take occasion 
To bring a worse in question. 

Cloia. Meaning mine?— 

Brother, wheie uas your friend brought up? lie 
has suie 

Been a great-lover in his youth of pottage. 

They lie so dull upon his understanding. 

Fab. No more of that; thou’lrangei him at heart. 
Clora. Then let him be more manly; lor he looks 
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Like a great school-boy, that had been blown up 
Last night at Dust-Point.* ** 

Frank, You will never leave. 

Till you be told how rude you are. Fy, Clora!— 
Sir, will it please you sit? 

Clora, And I’ll sit by you. 

Jac, Woman, be quiet, and be ruled^ I would 
wish you. 

Clora. I have done, Sir Captain. 

Fab, Art thou not ashamed ? 

Jac, You are an ass! I’ll tell you more anon; 
You had better have been hang’d than brought me 
hither! 

Fab. You are grown a sullen fool! Either be 
handsome. 

Or, by this light, I will have wenches bait thee! 
Go to the gentlewoman, and give her thanks. 
And hold your head up ! what ? 

Jac, By this light, I’ll brain thee ! 

Frank, Now, o’ my faith, this gentleman does 
nothing 

But it becomes him rarely. Clora, look 
How well this little anger, if it be one. 

Shews in his face. 

Clora, Yes, it shews very sweetly. 


* Dust~point.'\ I believe this alludes to a trick still usual among 
boys A hole is made in the eaith, and a uo\ice is set to blowout 
the dust, which, if he docs not shut his eyes, fills them with dust, 
and consequently ni£fy cause his face to suell, and to this the text 
may allude. It is evidently the same as dlow-pointf mentioned in 
Donne’s Satires: 

** —— Shortly, boys shall not play , 

At span-counter, cr blov}~point” 

Again, in The Return from Parnassus, (Hawkins’s Drama, vol. III.) 
“ My mistress, upon good days, puts on a piece of a parsonage, 
and we pages play at bhw-point for a piece of a parsonage.” 


9 
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Frank. Nay, do not blush, sir; o’ my troth, it 
does! 

I would be ever angry to be thus.— 

Fabritio, o’ my conscience, if 1 ever 
Do fall in love, (as I will not forswear it, 

Till I am something M'iser) it must be, 

1 will not say directly with that face; 

Cut certainly such another as that is. 

And thus disposed, may chance to hamper me.^ 
Fab, Dost thou hear this, and stand still? 

Jac. You will prate still! 

I would you were not women ; I would take 
A new course with ye. 

Clora, Why, Couiageous ? 

Jac, For making me a stone to whet your 
tongues on. 

Clora, Piythce, sweet Captain! 

Jac, Go, go spin, go liang! 

Clora. Now could 1 kiss him. 

Jac, If you long for kicking, 

You’re best come kiss me; do not though. I’d 
wish ye. 

I’ll send my footman to thee ; he shall leap thee. 
An thou want'st horsing.—I will leave ye, ladies. 

Frank. Beshrew my heait, you are unmannerly 
To ollei this unto a gentleman 
Of his deserts, that conies so worthily 
To visit me I I cannot take ^t well. 

Jac. I come to visit you, jou foolish woman? 
Frank, I thought you did, sir, 'and for that I 
thank }o\x; 

3 Dispose in} chance.'] Ihus read the old copies, contraiy botk 
to sense and gianimar. The slight change m t\io words which 1 
have made makes the whole clear and consistent. I'lank is praising 
Jacoinh’s anger, and says, naturally enough, that a Jatt thus da- 
posid may chance to laptivute het heward, 

VOL, IX. N 
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I would be loth to lose those thanks/ I know 
This is but some odd way you have,—and, ’faith, 
It does become you well,—to make us merry; 

1 have heard often of your pleasant vein. 

• Fab, What wouldst thou ask more ? 

Jac, Jhay, thou scurvy fellow! 

Thou hast not long to live.—Adieu, dear damsels! 
You filthy women, farewell, and be sober, 

And keep your chambers ! 

Clora, Farewell, old Don Diego! 

Frank, Away, away 1—Y ou must not be so angry, 
To pait thus roughly fiom us: Yet to me 
This does not shew as if 'twcie yours; the wars 
JVlay breed men something plain, I know; but not 
Thus rude. Give me your hand, good sir : 

I know ’tis white, and- 

Jac. If I were not patient, 

What would become of you two prating house¬ 
wives ? 

Clora. For any thing I know, wc would in to 
supper, 

And tlieie begin a health of lusty claret, 

To keep care from our heai ts; and it should be- 

Fab. ’Faith, to whom ?—I\Iark but this, Jacomo. 
Ctoi'a. Even to the handsomest fellow now alive. 
Fab. Do you know such a oner 
Frank. He may be guess’d at 
Without much travel. 

Fab. There’s another item. 

Clora, And he should be a soldier. 

Frank, ’Twould be better. 

Clora. And yet not you, sweet Captain. 


♦ J thought you did, 4ir, andfor that I thank you ; 

I uould be loth to lose those thanki,'\ That is. To throw tliem 
away to no puipose.—J/aion, 


! 
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Frank, Why not he ? 

Jac. Well! I shall live to see your husbands 
beat you, 

And hiss 'em on like bandogs, 

Clora, lla, ha, ha! 

Jac, Green sicknesses and serving-men light 
on ye, 

With greasy codpieces, and woollen stockings! 
The deMl (if he daie deal with two women) 

Be of \oui counsels! Faicwell, pUisteieis! [Exit, 
Clara. This fellow will be mad at Midsummer, 
Without all doubt. 

Fab. 1 think so too, 

Franh, lam soiry 

He’s £»one in such a lage. But sine, this holds him 
XuL every day ^ 

Fuh. ’I’aitli, cveiy other day, 

It he conic neai a woman. 

Clara. I wonder how his mother could endure 
To have him iii hei belly, he’s so boisterous. 
Frank, He’s to be made moie tiactable, 1 doubt 
not. 

Clara. Yes, if they taw him, as they do whit- 
leather, 

(l^pon an iron, or beat him soft like stock-fish. 

[Ecucnf. 
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SCENE IV. 


A Room in the House ^Lelia. 


Enter Lelia a^id her fFaiting-iroman, with a Veit* 

Lclia. Alt sure 'tis he ^ 

Woman Yes, and another with him. 

Lelia. The more the meiriei. Did you give that 
money, 

And cluige it to be deliver’d where I shew’d you? 
fVorna?!. Yes, and what else you bade me. 

Lelid. That brave fellow, 

Though he be old, wlute’ei he be, shews tough¬ 
ness ; 

And such a one 1 long for, and must have 
At any pi ice ; these young soft melting giistlcs 
Are only for my safer ends. 

Woman. They are here. 

Lelia. Give me my veil; and bid the boy go sing 
That song above, I gave him; the sad song.— 
Now if 1 miss him, 1 am cursed.—Go, wench, 
And tell 'em I have utterly forsworn 
All company of men; }et make a venture 
At last to let ’em in: Thou know’st these things; 
Do ’em to th’ life. 

Woman, Iwairantyou; I am perfect. [Exit. 
Lclia. Some ill woman, for her use, would give 
A million for this wench, she is so subtle. 
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Enter, to the Door, Julio and Angeio. 

Woman. Good sir, desire it not; I dare not do it: 
For since your last being here, sir, believe me, 
She has grieved herself out of all compain’, 

And, sweet soul, almost out of life too. 

Julio. Pr’ytbee, 

Let me but speak one word. 

Woman. You will offend, sir; 

And yet your name is more familiar with her 
Than any thing but sorrow. Good sir, go. 

Ang. This little varlet hath her lesson perfect; 
These are the baits they bob with. 

Jnl, ’Faith, 1 will not. 

Woman. I shall be chidden cruelly for this; 

Put you are such a gentleman- 

Julio. No nioic. 

Ang^ There’s a new tire, wench.* Peace; thou 
ait well enough. 

Julio, What, has she music? 

Woman. Yes; for God’s sake, stay; 

T’is all she feeds upon. 

Juho. [Entering.l Alas, poor soul! 

Au^. Now will 1 pray devoutly; for there's need 
on’t. 


THE SONG. 

Aioay, delights ; go seek some other dzvelling. 
For / must die: 

Farewell, Jalsc love; thy tongue is ever telling 
Lie after he. 


^ TY/f-ae^c//.] Altered 111 1670 - 
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For ever let me rest now from thy smarts ; 

Alas, for pity go^ 

Andjit'e their hearts 

That have been hard to thee; mine was not so^ 

Never again deluding Love shall know me^ 

For I will die ; 

And all those griefs that think to over-'p^row me^ 
Shall be as I: 

For ever will I sleep, while poor maids cry^ 

“ Alas, for pity stay. 

And let ii^ die 

With thee; men cannot woik us in the clayJ'^ 

Julio, Mistress! not one word, mistress r If T 
grieve you, 

I can depart again. 

Ang, Let’s go then ([uickly ; 

For iF she get from under this dark cloud, 

We shall both sweat, I fear, for't. 

Julio, Do but speak, 

Though 3^011 turn from me, and speak bitterl 3 % 
And 1 am gone; for that 1 think will please 3011 . 

Ang, Oh, that all women were thus silent ever. 
What fine things they were! 

Julio, You have look’d on me, 

When, if there be belief in women’s words, 
Spoken in tears, you swore you loved to do so. 
Lelia, Oh, me, my heart! 

Ang, Now, Julio, play the man, 

* Mock us in the ttiy.] Varied in l750. In supjiort of the al¬ 
teration, bewaid produces the lollowin;^ piusairc 111 Henry V.— 

The dead with Chaiity inclosed in clay;* 

The corruption is very easy ; the c and I iti the manuscript look¬ 
ing hkead.—Ed. 1778. 
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Or such another “ oh, me !”’ will undo thee. 
Would I had any thing to keep me busy, 

I might not hear her; think but what she is, 

Or 1 doubt mainly, I shall be i’ th’ mesh too. 
Julfo» Pray, speak again. 

Lelia, Where is my woman? {Unvellfi. 

Woman. Here. 

Ano\ iMcrcy upon me! what a face she has! 
’Would it were veil’d again! 

Ld'ia. Why did you let 
This flattering man in to me ? Did not I 
Cha rge thee to keep me from his eyes again. 

As cdiefully as thou wouldst keep thine own^ 
Thou bast brought me poison in a shape of Heaven, 
Whose violence will break the hearts of all. 

Of all weak women, as it hath done mine, 

That aie sucli fools to lovt, and look upon him. 
(Jood sir, he gone; you know not what an ease 
Your absence is. 

By Heaven, she is a wonder ! 

1 cannot tell what ’tis, hnt I am qualmish.* 

Julio. Though 1 dcsiic to be here moic than 
Heaven, 

As I am now, yet, if my sight oflend you. 

So much I love to be commanded by you, 

Jint I will go. Farewell! [ireeps. 

Lctia. 1 should say something 
Eie you depart, and I would have }ou hear me. 
But why should I speak to a man that liatcs me, 
And w ill but laugh at any thing I suffer ? 

Julio. If this be hate- 

Lelia, Away, aw ay, deceiver ! 


’ Oh me These woids arc not in the folio of lGA7. 

* But T am briucamuh.] So fust folio. The subsequent cd]tion<>, 
i.viisA.—Ed. 177J*. 
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Julio, Now help me, Angelo! 

Ang. I am worse than thou art. 

Ldia, Such tears as those might make another 
woman 

Believe thee honest, Julio; almost me, 

That know their ends ; tbr I confess they stir me. 

Ang. What will become of me ? I cannot go now, 
If you would hang me, fiom her. Oh brave eye ! 
Steal me away, for God’s sake, Julio. 

Julio, Alas, poor man ! I am lost again too, 
strangely. 

Lelia. No, I will sooner trust a crocodile 
AVhen he sheds tcais, (for lie kills suddenly, 

And ends our caics at once) or any thing 
Thai’s evil to our natures, than a man: 

I fiiul there is no end of his deceivings, 

Nor no avoiding’em, if we give way. 

I VMS lupiesting you to come no more, 

And mock me with your service; ’tis not well, 
Noi honest, to abuse us so far: You ma} love too, 
Por though, I must confess, I am unworthy 
Of your love every way, yet I would have you 
Tliink I am somewhat too good to make sport of. 
Julio. Will you believe me ? 

Lelia, For your vows and oaths, 

And such deceiving tears as you shed now, 

I will, as you do, study to forget ’em. 

Julio, Let me be most despised of men- 

Lelia. No more ! 

There is no new way left, by which your cunning 
Shall once more hope to catch me. No, thou false 
man, 

I will avoid thee, and, for thy sake, all 
That bear thy stamp, as counterfeit in love! 

For I am open-e^ed again, and know thee. 

Go, make some other \\ cep, as I have done, 
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That dare believe thee; go, and swear to her 
That is a stranger to thy cruelty, 

And knows not yet what man is, and his lyings, 
How thou diest daily for her ; pour it out 
In thy best lamentations; put oh sorrow, 

As thou canst, to deceive an angel, Julio, 

And vow thyself into her heart, that when 
J shall leave off to curse thee for thy falsehood. 
Still a foisakcii woman may be found 
To call to Heaven for v^engeance ! 

yltig, fAiidc.] From this hour, 

T heartily despise all honest women : 

(I care not if the world took knowledge oift) 

I see there’s nothing in them, but that folly 
Of loving one man only, (xive me henceforth, 
(Before the greatest blessing can be thought of, 
if this be one) a whore; that’s all I aim it. 

^Jistress, the must offending man is heard 
Before his sentence : hy will you condemn me 
Kre r produce the truth to witness with me, 

JIow innocent I am of all your angers ? 

There is no tiusting of that tongue; I 
know’t, 

And how far, if it be believed, it kills: No more, sir! 

Julio. It never lied to you yet; if it did, 

’Twas only when it call’d you mild and gentle. 
hdia. Ciood sir, no more ! Make not iny umlcr- 
staiiding, 

(After I have suffer’d thus much evil by you) 

So poor to think 1 have not reach’d the end 
Of all your forced affections : Yet, because 
I once loved such a soriow, too, too dearly, 

As that would strive to be, I do forgive you, 

Even heartily as I would he forgiven, 

For all ydur wrongs to me (my charity 

Yet loves you so far, though again I may not); 
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And wish, when that time ’ comes you will love 
truly, 

(If you can ever do so) you may find 
The wortliy fruit of your affections, 

True love again, not niy unhappy harvest; 
Whicli, like a fool, I sow’d in such a heart. 

So diy and stony, that a thousand showers, 

I'loni these two eyes continually raining, 

Could never lipen. 

Julio, You have conquer’d me 1 
I did not think to yield ; but make me now 
Even what you will, my Lelia, so I may 
Be hut so tuily happy to enjoy you. 

Leha. No, no ; those fond imaginations 
Are <lea(l and buiied in me ; let ’em icst ’ 

Julio, ril marry you. 

Ang, The devil thou wilt, Julio? 

\^^hidc to Julio. 

How that word waken’d me! Come hither, friend ’ 
Thou ai t a fool! Look stcdfastly upon her: 
Thougli she be all that I know CKcellent, 

As she appears; though I could fight for her. 


9 And iLiih uhen that time —] Mi Seward suspects something 
left out he 10 , necessdiy to complete the sense and giammai, or 
else this lino must be coiiuptcd through the transposition oi some 
particles; and would read thus, 

I msk uhm the time comeSt that you love tiuly^ 

(7/ ijoit Kin ner do «o) you mayjindy &.c. 

1 ha\c not indeed altered the text, though I suspect it strongly to 
be coiru))t, and would propose leading thus. 

And xiiihcs ‘iihtn llC time comes that you lovcy See. — Sympson, 

Wc confess ourselves* unable to comprehend this note; but do 
not perceive the least dilhcuUy in the text.—Cd. 1778. 

I'lie speech IS perhaps involved b^ too great an accumulation 
of pareniluses; but, as tlie last editors observe, it is much plainci 
than the piuposed ainendmciVs of beward and Sampson. 
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And mn tlirougb fire ; though I am staih mad too, 
Ne\ei to be recover’d; tliough 1 would 
Gi\e dll I had i’ th’woild to he with hn, 

Even to my naked soul (I din so Idi gont); 

Yet, incthinks still, ne should not dote away 
Tlidt, that IS something moie thanouis, oui honours. 
I would not have thee mail}' hei bv no means— 
(Yet I should do oo). Ib she not a whoic? 

J/dio. She IS, but suth a one-- 

yJyig. Tis tiue, she’s excellent; 

And, when 1 w^cll consulci, Julio, 

I see no reason we should be confined 
In oui dfiections, when all cieaturcs else 
Enjoy still where they like. 

Jiilio. And so will I then. 

/ ilia He s last enough I hope, now, if I liold 
hiin. [ I bide, 

^iig. \ cm inline V >1 do so though, now I tousider 
Eetter what tis. \ hide io h no. 

,Iulio. Do not < >nsidei, x\ngelo; 

Eoi I must do it 

No; 111 kill thee iiist: 

I lo\ e thee so well, th it the woims shall have thee 
IjcfoK tliib woman, tuend. 

J d/o. It was }oui counsel. 
yJiio As 1 was a I na^e , not as I loved thee. 
Jhiw. Ail this IS lost upon me, Aiigtlo, 
loi I must have hei.—I will marry }ou 
When 3011 plcTSC: Pray look hettei on me. 

Vi ig. Naytlien, no more, tilend; faicwdl, Julio' 
I have so much discietiou left me }et 
To know, and tell thtc, thou ait fniserablc. 

Juiio, Stay; thou art more than she, and now' I 
find it. 

Lelta, Is he so ^ 

Julio. M’stiess * 

Ldia. No; Ill see thee staivcd first * [Eul. 
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[Act III. 


Julio, Frieii'd! 

Aug. her as I do, Julio; she’s a witch. 
Julio. Beat me away then ; 1 shall grow here 
still else. 

Ang. That were the way to have me grow there 
with thee. 

Farewell, for ever! [jEa'itm 

Julio. Stay! I am uncliarm’d. 

Farewell, thou cursed house ! from this hour be 
More hated of me than a leprosy ! ' [Exii^ 

Enicr Lllia. 

Lclia. Both gone ? A plague upon ’em both I 
Am I deceived again ? OIi, 1 would rail, 

And follow ’em, but I fear the spite of people, 

Till 1 have emptied all my gall. 

The next 1 seize upon shall pay their follies 
To the last penny; this will work me worse; 

He that comes next, by Heaven, shall feel then 
curse! [ExeuuC^ 


SCENE V. 


A Room in Fabritio’s Lodgings, 


Enter 5 AQoiio at one Door, and Fabritio at another. 

Fab. Oh, you’re a sweet youth, so uncivilly 
To rail, and run away ! 

Jac. Oh! arc you there, sir ? 
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1 am glad I have found you! You have not now 
your ladies, 

To shew your wit before. 

Fab. Thou wou’lt not, woii’lt a? 

Jac. What a sweet youth I am, as you have 
made me, [Draws, 

You shall know presently. 

Fab. Put up youi sword ; 

I have seen it often ; ’tis a fox.* 

Jac. It is so ; 

And you shall feel it too. Will you dispatch, sir, 
And leave your mirth out ? or 1 shall take occasion 
To beat you, and disgrace you too. 

Fab. Well; since 

There is no other way to deal with you, 

(Let’s sec your sword; I am sure you scorn all odds) 
I will fight with ^oii. 

inta^sKrCj and Fabiutio gets his sword. 
Jac. How now'^ 

Fab. Nay, stand out; 

Or, by this light. I'll make you ! 

Jac. This is sciiivy. 

And out of fear done. 

Fab. No, sir; out of judgment; 

For he that deals with thee (thou art grawn so 
boisterous) 

Must have more wits, or more lives, than another. 
Or always be in armour, or enchanted. 

Or he is miserable. 


^ *Ti'i a fox.] It seems probable that this term was applied to a 
common English sword, in contiadistinction lo a Toledo or liilboa 
hidde. So m Webster's V'lttoria, Coruiubona: 

—. . “ Oh, what blade is't > 

A Toledo, or an English Jox’* 

And in Love's Sacriiicc, b} Foul —“ T.iko my sword in your 
band ; *tis none of tht* spru^e4^ but 'tis a tough old Jox, will not 
‘j'l his roaster,'’ 

4 
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[Act III. 


QOG 

Jar, Your end of this, sir ? 

Fait. My end is only mirth, to laugh at thee, 
Which now I’ll do in safety; Ha, ha, ha! 

Jac, ’SheaIt • then 1 am grown ridiculous ! 
Fab. Thou ait; 

And wilt he sliortly spoit for little chlldien, 

If thou coiitinucst this rude stubbornness. 

Jac. Oh, God, for any thing that had an edge! 
Fab. Ha, ha, ha! 

Jac. I’y, what a shame it is, 

To have a lubber shew his teeth ! 

Fab. Ha, ha! 

Jac. Why dost thou laugh at me, thou wretched 
fellow ? 

Speak, wdth a po\ I and look you render me 

Just such a reason- 

Fab. 1 shall die vuth hiughing I 
Jac. As no man can find fault w ith. I shall have 
Another sword, I shall, }ou llceiing puppy ! 

Fab. Does not this testmess shew finely in thee? 
Once moie, take heed of childien ! It they find 
thee. 

They’ll break up school to bear thee company, 
(Thou wilt be such a pastime) and hoot at thee. 
And call thee Bloody-bones, and Spade,* and Spit¬ 
fire, 


* ^nd Spade and Spitifire.^ If odo would compare these authors 
villi themselves, there seems to be reason to suspect this passage 
as couupled. To put in SpadCf which is a name that can is no 
teiioi in It lu chlldien, between twro which aie usually made use 
ol for that put pose, seems to me nut a little odd. What 1 ^uiijec* 
turc ue should read is this : 

jdnd call thte Uloodif-bonuj Kaw-head, and Spit-Jire. 

So in act IV. scene iii. of this play, Clora sa) s of Jacomo, 

//cre’i llavv-hcad cowt u^am. 
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Aiul Gaffer Afadman, and Go-by-Jeronimo,* 

And Will with a Whisp, and Comc-Aloft, and 
Crack-Rope, 

And old Saint Dennis with the dudgeon codpiece, 
And twenty such naines. 

Jac. No, I think they will not. 

Fab. Yes, but they will; and nurses still their 
children 

Only with thee, and “ Here take him, Jacomo!” 

Jac, God’s precious, that I were but over thee 
One steeple height 1 I would fall and break thy 
neck. 

l^ub. This is the reason I laugh at thee, and. 
While thou art thus, will do. Tell me one thing. 

Jac. I wonder how thou diiist thus question me 1 
Pi’ ythee lestoie my swoid. 

Fab. 'fell me but one thing, 

And it mc]\ be 1 will Na}', sir, keep out. 

Jac. Well. 1 will he your fool now ; speak your 
mind, sii 

Fab. Art thou not breeding teeth' 

.inc. How ! tec ill - 
Fab. Yes, teeth ; 

TIkui wouldst not be so fioward else. 

Ja(. Teeth? 

Aril in iIk I’ltjihcU'ss, act iv. scene \ . 

- - Noj) ] look 

L,th liluody-boHCi and liaw-licad toJn^ht clu/iht. > 

It i coMiinon to ilni. day, amon« the* vulgar, to saj, when dbu e U 
** Cill me aiij Llin g but •■pade.** —Cd. 1773. 

It IS cu^Luniiiiy i\ilh the nuises in the west of r.ngldiid, ai.d pro- 
bdbl) ehewhere, to ternly the intanls into silence h^ the ll leatot 
“ tke black man viith his spade, nho should take them awa}, .ind 
put them in the pit-hole^ it they were not good." Pei haps spade, 
in the above line, has ^oine allusion to this or a similar expiession. 

* Go hp, Jcromtho.l An expression in ihc play ol JcroMino, 
t\hich was the buttot ridicule foi alrnojt c\cry authoi of the 

JXtid, 
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[Act III. 


Fah. Come; ’twill make thee 
A little rheumatic, but that’s all one; 

We’ll have a bib, for spoiling of thy doublet. 
And a fringed muckender^ hang at thy girdle; 
I’ll be thy nurse, and get a coral for thee. 

And a fine ring of bells. 

Jac, ’Faith, this is somewhat 
Too much, Fabritio, to your friend that loves you: 
Methinks, your goodness rather should invent 
A way to make my follies less, than breed ’em. 

X should have been more moderate to you; 

I3ut I see you despise me. 

Fab. Now I love you. 

There, take your sword; continue so. I dare not 
Stay now to try ycair patience; soon I'll meet you: 
And, as you love your honours, and your state, 
lledcem yourself well to the gentlewoman. 
Farewell, till soon ! \EFit. 

Jac. Well, 1 shall think of this. 


SCENE VI. 


A Roo77i in a Tavern, 


Enter Ilostj Piso, and Boy with a Glaus of'JFine. 

Piso. Nothing \ th’ world but a dried tongue or 
two. 

♦ Muckender.'l Cotgravc interprets baxeretU, “ A bib, moekety 
or mocketevt to pui before the bubom ot a slavering child.^' John- 
bon explains the word, in the text, bimply a handkerchief; but the 
very instuiicc he has quoted horn the Eail of Dorset’s Poems 
proves that Cotgrave’s explanation is more explicit and correct. 



809 


Scene VI.] THE CAPTAIN. 

Host, Taste hini» and tell me. 

Piso, He*s a valiant wine; 

This must be he, mine Host. 

Host. This shall be ipse. 

Oh, he’s a devilish biting^ wine, a tyrant 
Where he lays hold, sir ; this is he that scorns 
Small beer should quench him, or a foolish caudle 
Bring him to bed; no, if he flinch I’ll shame him. 
And draw him out to mull amongst old midwives. 

Piso, There is a soldier, I would have thee batter^ 
Above the rest, because he thinks there’s no man 
Can give him drink enough. 

Host, What kind of man r 
Piso. That thou mayst know him perfectly, he’s 
one 

Of a left-handed making, a lank thing, 

As if his heily weic ta’en up with straw, 

To hunt a match. 

Host. Has he no beard to shew him ? 

Piso. ’Faith, but a little; yet enough to note him. 
Which grows in parcels, here and there a remnant: 
And that thou mayst not miss him, he is one 
That wears his forehead in a velvet scabbard. ' 
Ho^t. That note’s enough; he’s mine; I’ll fuddle 
him, 

Or lie i’ th* suds. You will be here too ? 

Plso. Yes. 

Till soon, farewell, and bear up. 

Host. If I do not, 

Say 1 am recreant; I’ll get things ready. 

{Exeunt. 


^ Bitten.Ji Varied in 16'79* 

^ Have thee better.] Amended in 1750. 
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fAcT TV. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


The JStrceU 


Enter Julio and Angelo. 

Julw, Tis straii;:»c thou ihouldst be thus, witli 
thv disciction. 
ylnif. I am suk* J am .o. 

Ji/tio. I am well. >()n ^cc. 

ying. Keep •. waim tlieu, and go home 

and sleep. 

And pray to God thou mayst continue ^o. 

’Would T had gone to th’ de\il of an errand, 
When 1 was made fool to see her ! Leave me; 
1 am not fit for conversation. 

Juho, Why tliou art worse than I was. 
ying, Thciefore leave me ; 

The nature of iny sickness is not cased 
By company or counsel: 1 am mad; 

And, if you follow me w ith questions, 

Shall shew myself so. 

Julio. This is more than error. 

Ang, Pray be content that you have made me 
thus, 

And do not wonder at me. 

Julio. Let me know 

But what you mean to do^ and I am gone: 

I would be loth to leave you thus else. 

Ang. Nothing 
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That needs your fear; that is sufficient. 

I die well, and pray for me. 

Jutio. I would not leave you. 

Ang, You must and shall. 

Julio, I will then. ’Would yon woman 
Had been ten fatliom under giound, when first 
I saw her eyes • 

Aug. Yet she had been dangerous; 

For to some wealthy lock of precious stone. 

Or mine of gold as tempting, her fair body 
IMiglit have been turn’d; which once found out 
by labour, 

And brought to use, having her spells within it, 
Might have corrupted states, and ruin’d Kingdoms; 
M hicli had been fearful, I'licnd. Go; nhen I see 
thee 

Ne\t, I will be as thou art, or no moic. 
ihay do not follow me; you’ll make me angry. 
Julio. Heaven giant you may be right again ! 

. lug. Amen ’ [EdmiU severally. 


SCENE II. 


A Room hi the Tavern, 


Enter Tavern Boys, %c. 


Boy. Score a gallon of sack, and a 
to the Unicorn. 

Above within. Why, drawer I 
Boy. Anon, anon I 


pint of 





THE CAPTAIN. 


[Act IV . 


Another Boy. Look into the Nag’s-head there. 
2 Boy. Score a quart oPclaret to the Bar; 

And a pound of sausages into the Flower-pot. 

Enter First Servant^ uith Wine. 

1 Serv. The devil’s in their throats. Anon, anon' 

Enter Seeond Servant. 

2 Serv. Mull a pint 

Of sack there for the women in the Flower-de-luce,' 
And put in ginger enough j they belch like pot- 
guns : 

And, Tlobin, fetch tobacco foi the Peacock; 
They will not be drunk till midnight else. How 
now • 

How does my master ^ 

2 Boy. ’Faith, he lies, drawing on apace. 

1 Boy. That's an ill sign. 

Mull a pint 

Of iatk ihoefor the women m the Flower•tHe-luciJ] The prac¬ 
tice of uomon resorting to taverns seems to have been very univer¬ 
sal in the seventeenth Century, and was not, as now, confined to 
the lowest ranks, as will appeal from the following passage of a 
satirical dcsciiption of the character of the English, written under 
the assumed disguise of a Frenchman:— 

“ Your lordship uill not believe me, that the ladies of greatest 
quality suflei lliemsclves to bo treated in one of these taverns, where 
a curtesan inotlui cilKS would seaicely vouchsafe to be enti r- 
taincd : but you will be mote astonished when I assure )ou, that 
they drink their ciowned cups roundly, stiam healths* dance after 
the fiddle, kiss freely, and term it an honourable treat.”—C/ioratc/er 
of England^ as it was lately presented in a Letter to a Nobleman in 
^^nce. London, 1069 12. p 31. 

tiOrd Clarendon, in the Continuation of his Life, informs us, that 
about the time of the Restoiation, young women ** frequently met 
at taverns .ind taling-houses.” 
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2 Boy, And fumbles with the pots too.® 

1 Boy, Then theie's ho way but one with him. 

2 Boy. All the rest, 

Except the Captain, are in hmbo patrim^ 

^Vhere they lie sod in sack. 

1 Boy. Does lie bear up stilP 

2 Boy, Afoie the wind still, with bis lights up 

bravely: 

All he takes in I think he turns to juleps, 

Or he has a world of stowage in Ins belly ; 

The lest look all like fire drakes, and lie scatter’d 
Like rushes louiid about the looiii. My master 
Is now the loving’st man, I think, above ground— 

1 Boy. ’Would he wcie always diuiik then! 
Hit bin. Drawer! 

2 Boy. Anon, anon, sir! 

1 Boy. And sweais I shall be free to-morrow; 

and so weeps, 

And calls upon my mistress ! 

2 Boy, Then he’s i ight. 

1 Boy, And sweais the Captain must lie this 
night with her, 

(And bade me break it to her with ihscretion) 
That he may leave an issue aftei him, 

Able to enteitain a Dutch ambassador: 

And tells him feelingly how sweet she is, 

And how he stole her from her friends i’th’country, 
And biought her up disguised with the carriers, 

^ 1 wish oui poet' li.id been a little less aatincal upon then mas¬ 
ter Sliakspeare. Tbi^ expression is a plain sneering paiody upon 
the dcaciiption of 1 fihtafl's death, in Henry V. act ii. scene in.—• 

“ Foi after 1 saw Jiun jumble with the sheets,” 8cc,'^Syfitpiton, 

Nothing can be more absurd than Sympson’s supposition, that 
this IS intended as a sneer upon Shakspeare.—Muron. 

Syinpson, as well as thecdituis of 1778, seems to think that there 
can be no parody without intentional disiesprct to the author^ 
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1‘Act IV'. 


And was nine nights bereaving her her maidenhead, 
And the tenth got a drawer. Here they come. 

Enter Ilosiy^ Lonovico, and Piso, drunk ; and 

Jacomo. 


Within, Drawer! 

1 Boy. Anon, anon! Speak to the Tiger, Peter. 
Host. There’s iny bells, boys, my silver bell. 
PLso. ’Would he were bang’d 
As high as I could ring him! 

Host, Captain. 

Jac. Ho. boy ? 

Lod, Robin, sufficient single beer, as cold 
As crystal; quench, Robin, quench. 

1 Boy, I am gone, sir. 

Host. Shall We bear up still ? Captain, how I 
love thee! 

Sweet Captain, let me kiss thee! By this hand, 

I love thee next to malmsey in a morning. 

Of all things transitory. 

Jac. 1 love thee too. 

As far as I can love a fat man. 

Host. Dost thou, Captain? 

Sweetly ? and heartily ? 

Jac, With all my heart, boy. 

Host. Then, welcome. Death!—Come, close 
mine eyes, sweet Captain; 

Thou shalt have all. 

Jac. What shall your wife have then ? 

Host. Wl)y, she shall have 
(Besides ni}'’ blessing, and a silver spoon) 

Enough to keep her stirring in the woild, 

^ The familiarity of the hosts with their guests seems to have 
licen cairied to an excess in foinier times, of which, from the 
change of manneis, we can now hardly form an idea. See a note 
on the subject in The Lover's Progress, vol. Xlll. 
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Three little children; one of them was mine, 
Upon my conscience; th’ other two are Pagans! * 
Jac. ’Twere good she had a little foolish money, 
To rub the time away with. 

Host. Not a rag,* 

Not a denier : No ; let her spin, a’ God s name, 
And raise hei lioiisc again. 

Jac. Thou shalt not die though.— 

Boy, see your master safe deliveied; 

He's ready to lie in. 

Host. Good night! 

Jac. Good morrow! 

Drink till the cow come home, ’tis all paid, boys. 
Lod. A pox of sack! 

Host, Marry, God bless my butts ! Sack is a 
jewel; 

Tis comfoi table, gentlemen. 

Jac Afore beer, boy; 

Vci> suflicient single beer. 

Boy. Here, sir. 
flow is it, gentlemen ? 

Jac. But even so so. 

Host. Go before finely, Robin, and prepare 
Afy wife ; bid her be riglit and straight; I come, 
bo}.^ 

And, sirrah, if they quairel, let’em use 
Their own discietions, by all means, and stir not; 
And he that’s kill’d shall be as sweetly buried.-- 
Captain, adieu ' adieu, sweet bully Captain ! 

One kiss befoic I die, one kiss ! 

Jac, Tare well, boy! 


* T/i* othf itLO an Pagans.] In the second part of Henry IV., 
actII. scene u. FiinceHenr>, enquiring conceining Dolt 'Icarshcct, 
says, “ VVhatPflgfon ma^ that be?" upon i^hich passage JMrStee- 
vens remarks, that “ Pagan seems to have iiecti a cant tenn im- 
pi}mg irregulaiit}, cither of birth or mannersand to prose il, 
cites these two lines of oui author.-—ttred. 

* A cant terra this for a farthing.’^ Sjfmpton, 
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Host, All my sweet boys, farewell I \^Exit, 
Lod, Go sleep; you are drunk. 

Jac, Come, gentlemen j I’ll sec you at your 
lodging. 

You look not lustily ; a quart more ? 

Lod, No, boy. 

Piso. Get us a torch. 

Boy. Tis day, sir. 

Jac. That’s all one. 

Piso. Are not those the stars, thou scurvy boy ? 
Lod, Is not Charle-wain there? tell me that! 

there ? 

Jac, Yes.— 

I have paid ’em truly.—Do not vex him, sirrah. 

Pho. Confess it, hoy ; or, as I live. I’ll beat 
Midnight into thy brains. 

Boy, I do confess it. 

*Piso, Then live; and draw more small beer pre¬ 
sently. 

Jxic, Come, boys, let’s hug together, and be 
loving, 

And sing, and do brave things. Cheerly,my hearts! 
A pox o’ being sad ! Now could I fly, 

And turn the world about upon my finger. 

Come, ye shall love me; I’m an honest fellow: 
Hang care and fortune ! we are friends. 

Lod. No, Captain.^ 

Jac, Do not you love me ? I love you two dearly. 
Piso, No, by no means; you aie a fighting cap¬ 
tain, 

And kill up such poor people as we are by th’ dozens. 
I.od, As they kill flies with fox-tails, Captain. 
Jac, Well, sir? 

Lod, Methinks now, asl stand, the Captain shews 

* There is somet;hing both comic and natural in the two cowardly 
Knaves becoming surly in their cups. 
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To be a very merciful young man. 

And pr’ytbee, Piso, let roe have thy opinion. 

Fiso, Then he shall have mercy that merciful is, 
Or all the painters are Apocrypha. 

Jac» I am glad you have your wits yet. Will 
ye go ? 

Pwo. You had best say we are drunk. 

Jac. Ye are. 

Lod, You lie ! 

Jac, Y^e are rascals, drunken rascals ! 

Pm, ’Tis sufficient. 

Jac, And now Til tell you why, before I beat ye: 
Y’ouhave beentampei ingany time these three days, 
Thus to disgrace me. 

Piso, That’s a lie too. 

Jac. Well, sir! 

Y'et, 1 thank God, I have turn’d your points on 
you ; 

For which I’ll spare ye somewhat, half a beating. 

Piso, I’ll make you fart fire, Captain, by this hand. 
An ye provoke—Do not piovoke, I’d wish you. 
Jac. How do you like this ? [Beats them, 
Lod, Suic I am enchaut;^d. 

Piso. Stay till I draw- 

Jac. Dispatch then; I am angry. 

Piso. And thou shalt see how suddenly I’ll kill 
thee. 

Jac, Thou dar’st not draw. Ye cold, tame, mangy 
co wauls, 

Ye drunken rogues, can nothing make ye valiant- 
Not wine, nor beating ^ 

Lod. If this way be suffer’d- 

’Tis very well! 

Jac. Go ; there’s your way ; go and sleep! 

I have pity on you; you shall have the rest 
To-morrow when we meet. 

Piso. Come, Loduvic: 
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He's monstrous drunk now; tlicre’s no talking 
with him. 

Jac» I am so ; ^vllcu I am sober, Fll do more. 
Boy, whcic's imne host? 

\Eieunt Lonovico and Prso. 
Eoy. He’s on his bed, asleep, sir. \Exit, 

Jac. I.et him alone then. Now am I high proof 
For any action; now could I fight biavely, 

And charge into a wddfire ; or 1 could love 
Any man living now, oi any woman, 

Or indeed any creature that loves sack. 
Extremely, monstrously: I am so loving, 

Just at this instant, that I might be brought, 

(I feel it) with a little labour, now to talk 
With a justice of peace, that to my natuic 
I hate next an ill sword. I will do 
Some strange brave thing now; and I have it here: 
Pi ay God the air keep out! I feel it buzzing. 


SCENE III. 


Room in Fiedeiick's House, 


Enter Frederick, Clora, and Frank xtalK.h^ 

alone, 

Clora. She loves him too much ; that’s the plain 
truth, Fiedcnck; 

I'or which, if I might be believed, I think her 
A stiange forgelrtSeV ofiierself: There’s Julio, 

Or twcnlv moie- L 
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Fred. In your eye, I believe you ; 

Put, Cl edit me, the Captain is a man, 

T.ay but his rough affections by, as worthy- 

Clara. So is a resty jade a horse of service, 

If he would leave his nature. Give me one. 

By your leave sir, to make a husband of* 

Not to be wean’d, when I should mauv him: 
Methinks, a man is misery enough. 

Fred. You aie too bitter. I would not have him 
worse; 

Yet I shall see you hamper’d one day, lady, 

1 do not doubt it, for this heresy. 

Clara. I’ll burn before!—[7b Fhank.] Come, 
pr’ythee leave this sadness. 

This walking by thyself to see the devil, 

This mumps, this lachryma*,^ this Io\c in sippets; 
It fits thee like a French hoo<i. 

Fi ank. Does it so ? 

I am sure it fits thee to be ever talking, 

And nothing to the purpose : Take up quickly; 
Thy wit will founder of all four else, wench, 

If thou hold’st this pace: take up, when I bid thee. 
CLra, Before your brother ? f)-! 

Fitd. I can endure it. 

Enter Jacomo, di unk, 

Cloia. IIcie’sKaw-head come again. Lord, how 
he looks ’ 

Pja\ God we 'scape with bioken pates! 

Frank. Weic I he, 

Thou bhoLildst not want iby wi -.li. lie lias been 
dunking; ♦ 

Has he not, Frederick ? 

* Lachrymee,} This is one of the very nnmeruus allusions to 
John Douland’s musical uork, sotnli'ltd. Sic vul \11. p. id, 
and Mr Giftgrd’s Massinger, III. 
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Tred, Yes ; but do not find it. 

Clora. Peace, and let's hear his wisdom. 

Fred. You will mad him. 

Jac. I am somewhat bold, but that's all one. 
Chra, A short 

And pithy saying of a soldier. 

Frank. As I live, 

Thou art a strange mad wench ! 

Clora. To make a parson. 

Jac. Ladies, I mean to kiss you- 

Clora. How he wipes 

His mouth, like ayoung preacher! We shall have it- 
Jac. In order as you lie before me : First, 

I will begin with you. 

Frank With me, sir? 

Jac. Yes. 

Frank. If you will promise me to kiss in ease, 

I care not if 1 venture. 

Jac. I’ll kiss according to mine own inventions, 
4^s I shall see cause; sweetly I would wish you. 

I love you. \_Ktsses her. 

Frank. Do you, sir ? 

Jac. Yes, indeed do I; 

’Would I could tell you liow ! 

Frank. I would you would, sir 1 
Jac. I would to God I could ; but 'tis sullicient, 
I love you with my heart. 

Frank. Alas, poor heart! 

Jac. And 1 am sorry,—but we’ll talk of that 
Hereafter, if’t please God. 

Frank. Even when you will, sir. 

Clora. He’s dismal drunk; would he were 
muzzled ! 

Jac. You, 

I take it, are the next. 

Frank. Go to him, fool. 

Clora* Not I ,* a’ will bite me. 

3 
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* 

Jac. When, wit ? when ? 

Clora, Good Captain ! 

Jac, Nay, an you play bo-peep, I’ll ha* no mercy, 
But catch as catch may. 

Fred Nay, I'll not defend you. 

Clora. Good Captain, do not hurt me I I am sorry 
That e’er I anger'd you. 

Jac. I’ll tew you for’t, 

By this hand, wit, unless you kiss discreetly. 

[^KissQs her, 

Clora. No more, sir. 

Jac. Yes, a little more, sweet wit; 

One taste more o’ your ollicc. Go thy ways, 
With thy small kettle-drums; upon my conscience, 
Thou art the best that e’er man laid his leg o’er. 
Clora. He smells just like a cellar: Fy upon him! 
Jac, Sweet lady, now to you. 

[Going to FiiLDKitiCK. 
Clo7'a. For love's sake, kiss him. 

Fred. 1 shall not keep my countenance. 

Frank. Try, pr’ythee. 

Jac. Pray be not coy, sweet woman; for I'll 
kiss you. 

I am blunt; but you must pardon me. 

Clora. Oh, God, my sides ! 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Jac. Why ha, ha, ha ? why laugh r 
Why all this noise, sweet ladies ? 

Clora. Lusty Lawrence,* 

See what a sweet gentlewoman you have saluterl: 
Pray God, she prove not quick I 
Fred. Where were thine eyes, 

To take me for a woman ? ha, ha, ha ’ 

Jac. Who art’a ? art’a mortal ? 


5 Lusf^ T4awrence.2 This proverbial expresMon has alieady «>r- 
ifred in The Woman’s Prire, sol. VI p. Q77. 
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Fred, I am Frederick. 

Jac, Then Frederick is an ass, a scurvy Frederick, 
To laugh at me. 

Friink,^ Sweet Captain! 

Jac. Away, woman! 

Go stitch, and serve God ; I despise thee, woman ! 
And Frederick shall be beaten.—’Sblood,you rogue. 
Have you none else to make your puppies of 
But me ? 

Fred. I pr’ythec be more patient; 

Thcie’s no hurt done. 

Jac 'Sblood, but there shall be, scab ! \jDraxcb, 
Clora. Helj), help, for love's sake ! 

Frank. Who’s within there? 

Fred. So ! 

Now you have made a fair hand. 

Jac. Why? 

Fred. You liave kill'd me. {Falls as killed. 
Clora. Call in some olficers, and stay the Captain! 
Jac. You shall not need. 

Clora. I'his is your drunkenness ! 

Frank. Oh, me! unhappy brother Frederick ' 
Look but upon me; do not part so from me ’ 

Set him a little higher. He is dead! 

Clora. Oh, villain, villain ! 

Enter Fabiiitio and Servants. 

Fab. IIow now^! what’s the matter ? 

Frank. Oh, sir, my brother! Oh, my deaiest 
brother! 

Clora. This drunken trough has kill’d him. 
Fab. Kill’d him ? 

Clora. Yfis. 

For Heaven’s sake,* hang him quickly! he will do 

^ For heaven God sakc,2 So the first folio. The text is from 
the second. 



Scene III.] THE CAPTAIN. 223 

Every day such a murder else. There's nothing 
But a strong gallows that can make him quiet; 

I find it in his nature too late. 

Fah. Pray be quiet; 

Let me come to him. 

Clora, Some go for a surgeon ! 

Frank, Oh, what a wretched woman has he 
made me! 

Let me alone, good sir! 

Fab, To what a foitune 
Hast thou reserved thy life ! 

Jac, I'abiitio. 

Fab, Never enti eat me; for I will not know thee, 
Nor utter one word for thee, unless it he 
To have thee bang'd.— Tor God sake, be more 
temperate t 

Jac. I have a swoul still, and I am a villain ! 

{Offers to kill hmitelf* 
Clora, See, Hold, hold, hold ! 

Jac. 11a 17 

[Servants lay hold on him ; he struggles. 
Clora. Away with him, for Heaven's sake ! 
lie is too desperate for our enduring. 

Fab, Come, \ou shall sleep; come, strive not; 
ril luve it so. Here, take him to his lodging; 
And see him laid before you pait. 

Serv. We will, sir. 

[Exeunt Jacomo and Servants, 
Fi'cd. Ne’er wonder; 1 am living yet, and well. 
I thank you, sister, for your grief; pray keep it 
Till 1 am fitter foi it. 


7 Jac. Ha ^ Exit.] So, without authority, reniK Sampson; but 
it is impossible the authoi should intend Jacomo to depart here, 
when Fabritio’s next speech is partly addressed io him, and paiily 
to the servants, directing them to “ lake lum to his lodging;'' by 
which speech, also, we understand ih it //c ittuz'^kd with them.— 
i d. 177S. 
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Fah, Do you live, sir ? 

Fred, Yes; but ’twas time to counterfeit, he 
was grown 

To such a madness in his wine. 

Fab. ’Twas well, sir, 

You had that good respect unto his temper, 

That no worse followed. 

Fred. If I had stood him. 

Certain one of us must have perish’d. How now, 
Frank ? 

Frank, Beshrew rtiy heart, I tremble like an 
aspen! 

Clora. Let him come here no more, for Heaven s 
sake, 

Unless he be in chains. 

Fragile. I would fain see him 

After he has slept, Fabritio, but to try 

How he will be. Chide him, and bring him back. 

Clora. You’ll never leave, till you be worried 
with him. 

Frank. Come, brother; we’ll walk in, and laugh 
a little, 

To get this fever off me. 

Clora. Hang him, squib ! 

Now could I grind him into priming powdei. 

Frank, Pray will you leave your fooling? 

Fab. Come, all friends. 

Frank. Thou art enough to make an age of 
men so, 

Thou art so cross and peevish.® 


® ComCf alt fHeads, 

Frank. Thoii art enough to make an age of men so, 

Thou art so cross and peevish.j “ This seems,” says Mr Symp- 
son, ** to be as odd a reason as well could be given to confirm the 
line aboveAnd he'suppobcs that some line or lines have been 
dropt.”—'I'he first copy is much confused in this scene : it never 
monrion!! tiir depuitute of Jtiromo; bnl on Fabritiu’s saying. 
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Fab. I will chide him; 

And, if he be not graceless, make him cry for’t. 
Chra. I would go a mile (to see him cry) in 
slippers. 

He would look so like a whey-cheese. 

Frank *Would we might see him once more \ 
Fab. If you dare 

Venture a second trial of his temper, 

I make no doubt to bring him. 

Ciora. No, good Frank, 

Let him alone : 1 sec his vein lies only 
For falling out at wakes and bear-baitings, 

That may express him sturdy. 

Fab. Now, indeed. 

You are too sharp, sweet sister; for unless 
It be this sin, which is enough to drown him, 

I mean this sourness, he*s as brave a fellow, 

As forward, and as understanding else, 

As any he that lives. 

Frank. I do believe you ; 

And, good sir, when you see him, if we have 
Distasted his opinion any way, 

Make peace again. 

Fab. I will, ril leave ye, ladies. 

Ciora. Take heed ! you had best ; he has sworn 
to pay you else. 

Come, all friends,*' it says, Exeutti, as if all were to 4(*rart, 
though Fabritio and the two ladies continue conveising.-.-The al¬ 
teration of so tome (which we have made) destroys the absurdity 
whicn S\ mpson complains of, and which every one must see.— 
Ed. 1773. 

This is a most evident alteration for worse, for the text i» 
petfhet sense, and far better than the prosaic and feeble reading of 
the last editors. The word so may either refer to Jacomo and Frank, 
and jAay mean, thou, (/. e. Ciora) art enough to make an age of 
men so, t. e. as mad as he is ; of we may adopt Ma'ioii's interpre¬ 
tation—** You arc so cross and peevish, you are enough to nakdi 
an age of men so.** 

VOL. IX. 


V 
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Fab, I warrant you; I have been often threaten’d. 
Cbra, When he comes next, I have the cough, 
or tooth-ach, 

Or something that shall make me keep my chamber; 
I love him so well. 

Frank, ’Would you Would keep your tongue! 

\^Ej^eunt. 


SCENE IV." 


Tht Street before Leila’s House, 


Enter Anoelo. 

/1n^, 1 cannot keep from this ungodly woman, 
This Lclia; whom I know too, yet am caught; 
Her looks are nothing like her: ’Would her faults 
Were all in Paris print upon her face, 

Cu7n privilegio to use ’em still! 

I would write an epistle 

Before it, on the inside of her mask. 

And dedicate it to .the whore of Babylon ; 

With a preface upon her nose to the gentle reader 
And they should be to be sold 


® Scene The measure of this scene (till the entrance of (h* 
Father) i!>, in all editions prioi to that of 1750, divided cxtrcnicl}^ 
bad; Air Synipson then made a new division of the linos, which 
seems to us far from satisfactory. We have endeavoured to make 
out a better and more natural one.—-Ed. 1778> 

This, and some other scenes in the sequel, arc so loosely versi¬ 
fied, though cert.nnly many regular lines occur, that I suspect they 
were oiiginally written in prose, and that the poet, being accus¬ 
tomed to wiitc in metre, forgot his resolution occasionally, and 
intioduccd sonic logular verses. 


a 
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At the sign of the Whore’s Head i’ tlf Pottage-pot, 
In what street you please. But all this helps not me I 
I am made to be thus catch’d, past any ledress. 
With a thing I contemn too. 1 have read Epictetus 
Twice over against the desire of these outward 
things; 

And still her face runs in my mind : I went 
To say my prayers, and they were so laid out o’ 
tlf wa}', 

That if I could find any prayers I had, 

I am noCliiistian. This is thedoor, and the shoi t is, 
I must see hei again. \IIe knocks. 

Enter Maid, 

Maid, Who’s there ^ 

Ang. ’Tis I: 

I would speak with your mistress. 

Maid. Did she send for yon ^ 

Ang, No; what then.? I would sec her. Pr’y- 
thee, by thy leave! 

Maid. Not by my leave; for she will not see 
you, but doth hate 

You and your friend, and doth wish you both 
bang’d ; 

Which, being so proper men, is great pity 
Tliat you are not. 

Ang, How is this ? 

Maid, For your sweet self, m paiticular. 

Who she resolves peisuaded your friend to neg¬ 
lect her, 

Shcdeemethwhipcordthemostconvenientunction, 
Tor your back and shoulders. 

Ag, Let me in, I’ll satisfy her. 

Maid. And if it shall happen that you are in doubt 
(If these my speeches, insomuch that you 
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Shall spend more time in arguing at the door, 

I am fully persuaded that my mistress in person 
from above. 

Will utter her mind more at large, by way 
Of urine upon your head, that it may sink 
The more soundly into your understanding facul¬ 
ties. 

Jng, This is the strangest thing! Good pretty 
soul. 

Why dost thou use me so ? I pray thee 
Let me in, sweet-heart! 

Maid, Indeed I cannot, sweet-heart! 

Ang. Thou art a handsome one, and this crossness 
Does not become thee. 

Maid, Alas, I cannot help it. 

Ang, Especially to me: Thou know’st when I 
was here, 

I said I liked thee of all thy mistress* servants. 

Maid. So did I you; though it be not my fortune 
To express it at this present ; for truly, 

If you would cry, 1 cannot let you in. 

Ang. [Apart.] Pox on her! I must go the down¬ 
right way.—Look you, 

Here is ten pound for you, let me speak with her. 

Maid. I like your gold well, but it is a thing, 
By Heaven, I cannot do ! She will not speak with 
you. 

Especially at this time; she has affairs. 

Ang. [Apart,] This makes her leave her icsting 
yet.—But take it. 

And let me see her; biing me to a place 
Where, undiscerned of herself, I may 
Feed my desiring eyes but half-an-hour. 

Afaid. Why, ’faith, I think I can; and 1 will 
stretch 

My wits and body too for gold. If you will swear, 
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As you are gentle, not to stir or speak, 

Whatever * you shall see or hear, now or hereafter- - 
Give me your gold : I’ll plant you. 

Ang» Why, as I am a gentleman, 

I will not. 

Maid, Enough. Quick! follow me. \E.veunf. 
Enter Servant. 

Serv. Why, where’s this maid ? She has much 
care of her business ! 

Nell! I think she be sunk! Why, Nell! whiew! 
Maid. ITFithin,] What’s the matter ? 

Enter Maid. 

Serv. 1 pray you heartily come away! • 

Oh, come, come. The gentleman my mistress in* 
vited 

Is coming down the street, and the banquet 
Not yet brought out! [They bring in the banquet. 
Lelia. \JVithm.'\ Nell, sirrah! 

Maid. I come forsooth. [Eadt. 

Serv, Now must I walk: 

When there is any fleshly matters in hand. 

My mibtiess sends me of a four hours’errand: 

But if 1 go not about mine own bodily business 
As well as she, 1 am a Turk. [Exit, 


* Where you bhall,^ Varied by Sy tnpson. 
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[Act IV. 


SCENE V. 


A Boom ivithin the House, with a Gallery : a Ban¬ 
quet set out. 


Enter Father^ in his disguise as a Soldier, 

Father, What! all wide open? ’Tis the way to sin, 
Doubtless; but I must on ; the gates of hell 
Are not inoi v passable than these : How they 
Will be to get out, God knows; I must try. 

’Tis vc^ strange I If there be any life 
WithinTlus house, ’would it would shew itself! 
What's here ? a banquet ? and no mouth to eat, 
Or bid me do it ? This is something like 
The entertainment of adventurous knights 
Entering enchanted castles ; for the manner, 
Though there be nothing dismal to be seen, 
Amazes me a little. What is meant 
By this strange invitation ? I will sound 
My daughtei’s meaning ere I speak to her, 

If it be possible; for by my voice [Musk. 

She will discover me. Hark I whence is this ? 

THE SONG,^ 

Come hithery yon that love, and hear me smg 
Of joys still growing. 

Green, fresh and lusty, as the pride of spring, 
And ever blowing, 

* 'Tis a sufficient compliment to this song, that Mr Killigrcw 
has inserted it in his Thomaso, or Meriy Wanderer*--jSyoipo//. 
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Come hither, youths that blush,^and dare not kjioxe 
What is desire. 

And old men, worse than you, that cannot blow 
One spark of fire. 

And with the power of m\f enchanting song. 

Boys shall be able men, and old men young. 

t 

Enter Angelo on the Gallery. 

Come hither, you that hope, and you that cry ; 
T.eaxe off'complaining ; 

Youth, stirngth, and beauty, that shall never die. 
Are here remaining. 

Come hither, fools, and blush you stay so long 
From being blest. 

And mad men worse than you, that suffer itroiig, 
Yet seek no rest. 

And in an hour, with my enchanting sonn, 

You shall be ever pleased, and young maids long. 


Enter Lllia and Maid, with Night-gown and 

Slippers. 

Lelia. Sir, you are welcome hither ! as this kiss, 
Cilvcn with a larger freedom than the use 
Of stiangers will admit, shall witness to you.— 
Put the gown on him.—In this chair sit down.— 
Give him his slippers.—Be not so amazed: 

[_Drinks. 

Here's to youi health! and you shall feel this wine 
Stir lively in me, in the dead of night.— 

Give him some wine.~Fall to your banquet, sir; 
And let us grow in mirth. Though 1 am set 
Now thus far off you, yet, four glasses hence, 

I will sit here, and tiy, till both our bloods 
Shoot up and down to find a passage out; 
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sss 

Then mouth to mouth will we w^lk up to bed, 
And undress one another as we go ; 

Where both my treasure, body, and my soul, 

Are yours to be disposed of. 

Father. Umh! umh! 

{Makes signs of his white head and beard. 
Lelia, You are old ? 

Is thi-t your meaning ? Why, you are to me 
The greater novelty ; all our fresh youth 
Are daily offer’d me. Though you perform. 

As you think, little, yet you satisfy 
My appetite; from your experience 
1 may leai n something in the way of lust 
I may be better for. But I can teach 
These young ones : But this day I did refuse 
A pair of them, Julio and Angelo, 

And told them they weie, as they were, raw fools 
And whelps, [Angklo makes discontented signs. 
Maid. Pray God he speak not! 

[Maid lays her Jinger across her mouth to him. 
Lelta. Why speak you not. 

Sweet sir ? 

Father. Umh ! 

[Stops his ears ; shews he is troubled with the music. 
Lelia. Peace there, that music !—Now sir. 
Speak to me. 

Father. Umh ! \_Points at the Maid. 

Lelia. Why ? would you have her gone ^ 

You need not keep your freedom in for her; 

She knows iny life, that she might write it; think 
She is a stone: She is a kind of bawdy confessor, 
And will not utter secrets. 

Father. Umh ! [Points at her again. 

Lelia. Be gone then. 

Since he needs will have it so. ’Tis all one, 

[Exit Maid. Father locks the door. 
Is all now as you would? Come, xaeet me then ; 
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And bring a thousand kisses on thy lips, 

And I will rob thee of ’em, and yet leave 
Thy lips as wealthy as they were before. 

Father. [Discwering himself^ Y^s, all is as J 
would, but thou! 

Lelia. By Heaven, 

It is my father! , \Start9. 

Father. And I do beseech thee 
Leave these unheard-of lusts, which worse become 
thee 

Than mocking of thy father. Let thine eyes 
Reflect upon thy soul, and there behold 
How loathed black it is; and whereas now 
Thy face is heavenly fair, but thy mind foul. 

Go hut into thy closet, and there cry 

Till thou hast spoil’d that face, and thou sbalt find 

How excellent a change thou wilt have' made, 

For inward beauty. 

Leila. Though I know him now [A^ide. 

To be my father, never let me live 
If my lust do abate ! I’ll take upon me 
To have known him all this while. 

Father. Look! dost thou know me ? 

Lelia. I knew you, sir, before. 

Father. What didst thou do? 

Leila. Knew you: And so unmovedly have you 
borne 

All the sad crosses that I laid upon you, 

With such a noble temper, which indeed 
I purposely cast on you, to discern 
Youl carriage in calamity, and you 
Have undergone ’em with that brave contempt, 
That 1 have turn’d the reverence of a child 
Into the hot affection of a lover: 

Nor can there on thS earth be found, but yours, 

^ spirit fit to meet with mine. 

Father. A woman ? 
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Thou art not, sure ! 

Lelia. Look and believe. 

Father. Thou art 

Something created to succeed the devil, 

When he grows weary of his envious course, 

And compassing the world. But 1 believe thee; 
Thou didst but mean to try my patience, 

And dost so still: But better be advised. 

And make thy trial with some other things 
That safelier will admit a dalliance : 

And if it should be earnest, understand 

How curs’d thou art! so far from Heaven, that thou 

Belicv’st it not enough to damn alone, 

Or with a stranger, but wouldst heap all sins 
Unnatural upon this aged head ; 

And draw thy father to thy bed, and hell! 

Lelia, You are deceived, sir; ’tis not against 
nature 

For us to lie together: If you have 
An arrow of the Same tree with your bow, 

Is’t more unnatural to shoot it there 
Than in another ? ’Tis our general nature 
To procreate, as fire’s is to consume ; 

And it will Irouble you to find a stick 
The fire will turn from. If’t be Nature’s will 
Wc should not mix, she will discover to us 
Some most apparent crossness, as our organs 
Will not be fit; which if we do perceive 
We’ll leave, and think it is her pleasure 
That wc should deal with others. 

Father. The doors arc fast; 

Thou shalt not say a prayer! ’tis not God’s will 
Thou shouldst. When this is done, I’ll kill myself, 
That never man may tell me I got thee. 

[^Father draws his su'o?'d; Angelo discovers 
himself. 
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Lelia, I pray you, sir !—Help there!—for God’s 
sake, sir! 

Ang. Hold, reverend sir I for honour of your age’ 
Father. Who’s that ^ 

Aug. For safety of joiir soul, and of the soul 
Of that too-vvicked woman yet to <lie ! 

Father. What ai t thou ? and liow cain’st thou 
to that place ? 

Aitg. I am a man so strangely hither come, 
Tliat I have broke an oath in speaking this ; 

Ihit I believe ’twas better broke than kept. 

And I desire your patience. Let me in, 

And I protest I will not hinder you 
In any act you wish, more than by word. 

If so I can persuade you, that 1 will not 
Ifse violence, Til throw my sword down to you. 
This Jiouse holds none but I, only a maid, 

W'lioni 1 will lock fast in, as 1 come down. 

Father, 1 do not know thee; but thy tongue 
doth seem 

To be accjuainted with the truth so well 
That I will let thee in: Throw down thy swoid. 
Aug, There ’tis I 

[Throzi's down his stvord, and erit. 
LeLa. How came ho there ^ I am betray’d to 
shame I 

The feai of suflden death struck me all ovci 
So violently, that I scarce have breath 
To speak yet: But I have it in my head. 

Anti out it shall, that, Father, may peihaps 
O'cr-icacli you yet. 

[Father leU in Angei.o, and locks the door. 
Father. Come, sir; what is’t you say ^ 

Lelia, My Angelo! By all the joys of love, 

Thou art as welcome, as these pliant arms 
''J’wined round, and fast about thee, can persuade 
thee ! 
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il36 


Ang. Away! 

Lelia, I was in such a fright before thou cam’st! 
Yon old mad fellow (it will make thee laugh. 
Though it fear'd me)’ has talk'd so wildly here! 
Sirrah, he rush'd in at my doors, and swore 
lie was my father, and, I think, believed it: 

JBut tliat he had a sword, and threaten'd me, 
I’faith he was good sport. Good, thrust him out, 
That thou and I may kiss together; wilt thou ? 
Father. Are you her companion? and with these 
fair words, 

Got in to rescue her from me ? 

[Offers to run at him. 

Ang. Hold, sir! 

I swear I do not harbour such a thought; 

I speak it not for that you have two swords, 

But for 'tis truth. 

Lctta, Two swords, my Angelo? 

Think this, that thou hast two young brawny arms 
And ne’er a sword, and he has two good swords 
And ne’er an arm to use ’em : Rush upon him I 
I could have beaten him with this weak body. 

If I had had the spirit of a man. 

Ang. Stand from me, and leave talking, or by 
Heaven 

I’ll trample thy last damning word out of thee ! 
Father. Wliy do you hinder me then? stand 
away. 

And I will rid her quickly. 

Lelia. ’Would I were 
Clear of this business! yet I cannot pray. 

Ang. Oh, be advised I Why, you were better 
kill her, 

If she were good. Convey her from this place, 

^ Though it feared me.] i, e, terrified nut. The word was an* 
eiently used actively as well as passively, 

2 
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Where none but you, and such as you appoint, 
May visit her ; where let her hear of nought 
But death and damning, (which she hath deserved) 
Till she be ti uly, justly sorrowful; 

And then, lay mercy to her, who does know 
But she may mend ? 

Fathei*, But whither should I bear her ? 

Ang, To ray house ; 

*Tis large and private; I will lend it you. 

Father. I thank you, sir; and happily it fits 
With some design 1 have. But how shall we 
Convey her- 

Lelia, Will they carry me away ? 

Father. For she will scratch and kick, and scream 
so loud 

That people will be drawn to rescue her. 

Ang. Why none can hear her here, but her own 
maid, 

Who is as fast as she. 

Father, But in the street ? 

Ang. Why, we will take ’em both into the kit¬ 
chen, 

There bind’em, and then gag’em, and then throw 
’em 

Into a coach I’ll bring to the back-door, 

And hurry ’em away. 

Father. It shall be so. 

I owe you much for this, and I may pay you : 
There is your sword. Lay hold upon her quickly. 
—This way with me, thou disobedient child ! 
Why does thy stubborn heart beat at thy breast ? 
Let It be still; for I will have it search’d 
Till I have found a well of living tears 
Withinrit, that shall spring out of thine eyes, 

And flow all o’er thy body foul’d with sin, 

Till it have wash’d it quite without a stain. 
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Ldm, Help! help! ah ah ! Murder ! I shall be 
murder’d! [rZ/ej/ dra^ her, 

I shall be murdered ! 

Father, This helps thee not; 

Lelia, Basely murder’d, basely ! 

Father, I warrant you. [Exeunt, 


ACT V. SCENE 1. 


A Street, 


' Enter Lodovico and Piso, 

Lod. This roguy Captain has made line work 
with us. 

Piso, I would the devil in a storm would carry 
him 

Home to his garrison again. I ache all over, 

That I am sure of! Certainly my body 
Is ot a wildfire,'* for my head rings backward, 

Or else I have a morris in my brains. 

* h of a mldfire.2 So the old copies. The reading in the text 
(a// for 0 /) ia Irom Mr Seward's conjecture, who thinks it much 

more agreeable to the tenor ot this speech_ Sympson, 

Wc believe the reading of the old copies right; meaning, My 
body Is (made') of a mltlfirr. —Ed. 1778. 
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Lod. ril (leal no more with soldiers. Well re¬ 
member’d ; 

Did not the vision promise to appear 
About this time again ? 

Piso, Yes. Here he comes : 

He’s just on’s word. 

Enter Father. 

Father. Oh, they be here together. 

She’s penitent; and, by my troth, I stagger 
Whether, as now she is, either of these 
Two fools be worthy of her: Yet, because 
Her youth is prone to fall again, ungovern’d, 

And marriage now may stay her, one of ’em 
(And Piso, since I understand him abler) 

Shall be the man ; the other bear the charges, 
Ami willingly, as I will handle it. 

1 have a ring here, which he shall believe 
Is sent him from a woman I have thought of: 
Put ere I leave it, I’ll have one of his 
In pawn worth two on’t; for I will not lose 
By such a mess of sugar-sops as this is 5 
I am too old. 


J think Sympson right in reading “ all a wildfire; and the allu¬ 
sion IS to the piacticc of tinging hells in an unusual manner when 
a hie happens in a town.”— Mason. 

Tliu old to<t, as explained by the editors of 1778, should not be 
distuibcd. As to Mason's conjecture, there may be some truth in 
it, but It by no mean > proves the propriety of Sympson's varia¬ 
tion. Wild/uc cannot allude to a fire in a town, though the ring¬ 
ing backwards possibly in.iy; for Piso varies the metaphor not 
only in this line, but in the next, where he applies the ringing in 
his head tp the bells sounding at the feet and on the aims and caps 
of morns-dancers. The latter have been so much the subject of 
ingenious disquisition lately, (particularly in the work of my friend 
lilr Douce,) that it is presumed the readers of Beaumont and 
4’letcher are sulTicicntly acquainted with them. 
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Zod. It moves again; let’s meet it. 

Father, Now, if I be not out, we shall have fine 
sport.— 

I am glad I have met you, sir, so happily; 

You do remember me, I am sure, 

Lod, I do, sir. 

Piso This is a short preludium to a challenge. 
Father, I have a message, sir, that much con¬ 
cerns you, 

And for your special good. Nay, you may hear too. 
Piso, What should this fellow mean ? 

Father, There is a lady— 

How the poor thing begins to warm already— 

[Aside, 

Come to this town,, (as yet a stranger here, sir) 
Fair, young, and rich, both in possessions. 

And all the graces that make up a woman, 

A widow, and a virtuous one.—It works; 

He needs no broth upon’t. [Aside, 

Lod, What of her, sir ? 

Father, No more but this ; she loves you. 

Lod, Loves me f 
Father, Yes; 

And with a strong affection, but a fair one. 

If you be wise and thankful, you are made : 
There’s the whole matter. 

Lod, 1 am suie I hear this. 

Fathei', Here is a ring, sir, of no little value ; 
Which, after she had seen you at a window, 

She bade me haste, and give it; when she blusli’d 
Like a blown rose. 

Lod, But pray, sir, by your leave— 

Methinks your years should promise no ill meaning. 
Father, 1 am no bawd, nor cheater, nor a courser ^ 


5 Nor a coarser.] Though I have changed coarser to courser, 
as we commonly pronounce it, yet 1 fancy we ought to piake a 
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Of broken-winded women; If you fear me, 
ril take my leSve, and let my lady use 
A fellow of more form ; an honester 
I am sure she cannot. 

Zoi/. Stay ! you have confirm’d me: 

Yet let me feel; you are in health ? 

Father. I hope so ; 

My water’s well enough, and my pulse. 

Lod. Then 

All may be excellent. Pray pardon me; 

For I am like a boy that had found money, 
Afraid I dream still. 

Piso. Sir, what kind of woman. 

Of what proportion, is your lady ? 

Lod. Ay? 

Father. I’ll tell you presently her very picture : 
Do you know a woman in this town they call— 
Stay ; yes ; it is so—Lelia ? 

Piso. Not by sight. 

Father. Nor you, sir ? 

Lod. Neither. 


farther correction still, and for courser read coscr, i. e. mangOf a 
merchant or dealer in, &c. The word cose, in Scotch, signifying 
to change or barter. I am indebted to the ingenious and learned 
Mr Lye for this sense of the word. Vid. Junii Etymohgicon An¬ 
glican am ad verbum cosed.^Sympson. % 

Though M r Sympson thus confidently says, ‘ J ir a ve cii ang ed,' 
yet couRsicR is the reading of the second folio ; and is, as the con¬ 
text proves, evidently right ; a cou KSjCR of broken-winded toomen. 
—In the same style is his assertion, that, when Angelo (p. 228) is 
persuading Lelia*s maid to admit him into the house, the other 
copies make Angelo say, This crosmess does become theCf and that 
“ he has inscrtetl the particle not,” which, however, appears in 
the second folio.——Ed. 1778. 

Courser is the right reading. A horse-courser means a dealer 
in horses, who generally endeavours to part with those that are un¬ 
sound. Jonson,in his Bartholomew-Fair, describes Jordan Knockem 
as a courser of horses.— Mason. 

See Whalley’s edition of this play of Ben Jonson, act iii. sc. iv. 

VOL. fX, Q 
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Father, These lire precious rogues, [Aside. 
To lail upon a woman they ne'er saw : 

So they would use their kindred. 

Piso. We have lieard, though, 

She is very fair and goodly. 

Father Siicli another, 

Just of the same complexion, making, speech, 
(Ihit a thought sw eeter) is my lady. 

LuL Tnen 

She must be excellent indeed. 

Father. Indeed she is, 

And you will find it so. You do believe me ? 

Lod. Yes, man}' do 1; and I am so alter'd- 

Father. Your happiness u'ill alter any man. 

Do not delay the time, sir: At a house 
Where Don Velasco lay, the Spanish signor, 
Which now is signor Angelo’s, she is. 

Lod. I know it. 

Father. But before yon shew yourself, 

Let it be night by all means ; willingly 
By day she would not have such gallaiito seen 
Repair unto her; 'tis her modesty. 

Lod. I ll go and fit myself. 

Father. Do ; and be. sure 
You send provision in, in full abundance, 

Fit for the mania^e ; for this night, I know. 

She will be }ours. Sir, have you ne’er a token 
Of w^ortli to send her back again ? You must; 
bhe will expect it. • 

L<d. Ves ; pray give her tliis, [Gim' a riag. 
And w ith it, all 1 have. I am made for ever I 

[Ed'it. 

Piso. Well, thou hast fool’s luck. Should 1 live 
as long 

As an old oak, and say my prayers hourly, 

1 should not be the better ol‘a penny. 

J think the devil be my gliostly father! 
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Upon my conscience, I am full as handsome; 

I am sure I have more wit, and more performance, 
Which is a pretty matter. 

Father. Do you think, sir, 

That your friend. Signor Piso, will be constant 
Unto my lady ? you should know him well. 

Piso. Who? Signor Piso? 

Father. Yes, the gentleman. 

Piso. Why, you are wide, sir. 

Father. Is not his name Piso ? 

PUo. No; mine is Piso. 

Father. How! 

Pi so. It is indeed, sir; 

And his is Lodovic. 

Father. Then Fm undone, sir ! 

For I was sent at first to Piso. What a rascal 
Was I, so ignorantly to mistake you ! 

Piso. Peace; 

There is no harm done yet. 

Father. Now ’tis too late, 

I know my error : At turning of a street, 

(For you were then upon the right-hand of him) 
You changed your places suddenly ; where I 
(Like a oioss blockhead®) lost my memory. 

What shall I do ? My lady utterly 
Will put me from her favour. 

Piso. Never fear it; 

I’ll be thy guard, I warrant thee. Oh, oh! 

Am I at length reputed? ‘For the ring, 

IMl fetch it hack with a light vengeance from him : 
Ho had better keep tame devils than that ring. 

® A cross blockhead.'] 1 have a strong suspicion that gro^s was 
the original reading, i. e. what a great, stupid, dull, See. block*- 
head was I ?— Hympson. 

Cross may perhaps be used by the poets in the s<‘nbc ot blunder^ 
ing.^S.d. 1778. 
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Art thou not steward ? 

Father, No. 

Pisv. Thou shalt be shortly. 

Father. Lord, Iiow he takes it! [Aside, 

Piso. ril ^’o shift me straight. 

Art sure it was to Piso? 

Father. Oh, too sure, sir. 

Piso. ril mount thee, if 1 live, for*t.—'Giv^ me 
patience, 

Heaven, to bear this blcssiuo^, T beseech thee I 
I am but man !—I pry thee break niy head, 

To make me understand I am sensible. 

Fathe7\ Lend me your dagger, and I wll, sir. 
PisQ. No; 

I believe now, like a good Christian. 

Father. Good sir, make iiaste; I dare not go 
without you, 

Since I have so mistaken. 

Piso. Tis no matter : 

JNIeet me within this half-hour at St Margaret’s.— 
Well, go thy ways, old leg! thou hast the trick 
on’t. [Exit, 

Enter Angelo and Julio. 

A^ig. How now! the news ? 

Father. Well, pas.sing well; I have ’em 
Both in a leash, and maiie right for my purpose. 
Julio. I am glad on’t. 1 must leave }ou. 

Ang. Whither, man r 

Julio. If all go right, 1 may be fast enough too. 
Ang. I cry you mercy, sir ! 1 know your mean¬ 
ing: 

Clora’s the woman ; she’s Frank’s bedfellow. 
Commend me to ’em ; and go, Julio, 

Bring ’em to supper all, to grace this matter: 
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They’ll serve for witnesses. 

Julio, I will. Farewell! 

\Exmnt Julio at one Door ; Angelo and Fa^ 
ther at another^ 


SCENE 11. 


A Room in Frederick’s Home, 


Enter Cloha, Frank, Frederick, and Maid, 

Fred. Sister, I brought you Jaconio to th’door ; 
He has forgot all that he said last night; 

And shame of that makes him more loth to come. 
1 left Fabritio persuading him ; 

13ut ’tis in vain. 

Frank. Alas, my fortune, Clora ! 

Clora. Now, Frank, see what a kind of man you 
love, 

That loves you when he’s drunk. 

Frank. If so, 

’Faith I would marry him : My friends, I hope, 
Would make him drink. 

Clora, ’Tis well consider’d, Frank, 

He has such pretty humours then. Besides, 
Being a soldier, ’tis better he should love you 
When he’s drunk, than when he’s sober; for then 
He will be sure to love you the greatest part on’s 
life. 

Frank, And were not I a happy woman then ? 
Clora, That ever was born, Frank, i’faith. 

Fred, How now, what says he ? 
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Entei' FiiJBRiiio. 

Fab. ’Faith, you may 

As well ’tire a clog up with a whip and bell, 

As him by telling him of love and women: 

He swears they mock him. 

F)CiL Look how my sister weeps. 

Fab Why, who can help it^ 

Frtd. Yes, you may safely swear she loves him. 
Fab. W hy, so I did; and may do all the oaths 
Arithmetic can make, ere he believe me; 

And since he was last drunk, he is moie jealous 
They w^ould abuse him. If we could persuade him 
She loved he would embrace it. 

Fred Siie herself 

Shall bate so much of her own modesty, 

To sweai it to him, with such tears as now 
You see ram fiom her. 

Fab. 1 believe ’twould work ; 

But would you have her do’t i’ th’open street? 
Oi, it }ou would, he’ll run aw^ay fiom her. 

How shall we get him hither? 

Fred. By entreaty. 

Fab. ’Tis most impossible. No; if we could 
Anger him hither, (as theie is no way 
But that to bring him) and then hold him fast, 
Women and men, w hilst she delivers to him 
The truth seal’d w ith her tears, he would be pliant’ 
As a pleased child. He walks below for me, 
Under the window. 

Clora. We’ll anger him, I warrant ye ; 

Let one o’ th’ maids take a good bowl of water, 

’ lletuotild be plain.] Plain being evidently corrupt, Mr Seward 
proposes to read pliant; and Mr bympsoii,y£rz», i. e. (upon autho¬ 
rity of bpensei) Jond, We iliink this very uncouth, and that 
Seward’s conjectuie is much more plausible.—£d. 1778* 
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Or say it be a piss-pot, and pour’t on's bead. 

Fab. Content! Hang me, if I like not 
The cast on’t rarely; for no question 
’Tis an approved receipt to fetch such a fellow. 
Take all the woman-kind in this house, betwixt 
The age of one and one hundred, and let them 
Take unto them‘a pot or a bowl, containing 
Seven quarts or upwards, and let them never leave 
Till the above-named pot or bowl become full; 
Then let one of them stretch out her arm, and 
pour it 

On his head, and, probatim est, ’twill fetch him; 
For in his anger he will run up, and then 
Let us alone. 

Clora. Go you and do it. [Kail Maid. 

Frank. Good Clora, no. 

Clora. Away, I say, and do it. Never fear; 

We have enough of that water ready distill’d, 
Frank, Wh}^, this will make him mad, Fabritio; 
He’ll neither love me drunk, nor sober, now. 

Fab, Iwarrantyou. What, is the wench come up? 

F^nter Maid ahovr. 

Clora, Art thou there, wench ? 

Maid. Ay. 

Fab. Look out then 
If thou canst sec him. 

Maid. Yes, I see him; and by my troth 
He stands* so fair, I could not hold, were he 
My father. His hat’s off too, and he’s scratching 
His head. 

Fab. Oh, wash that hand, I pr'ythce. 

Maid. God send thee good luck ! 

’Tis the second time I have thrown thee out to-day. 
—Ha, ha, ha! just on’s bead. 

Frank, Alas! 
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Fah, What does he now ? 

Maid, He gathers stones; God’s light, he breaks 
all the street-windows! 

Jac. \JVithiti.] Whores ! bawds! your windows, 
your windows ! 

Maid, Now he is breaking 
All the low windows with his *sword: Excellent 
sport! 

Now he's beating a fellow that laugh’d at him; 
Truly the man takes it patiently : Now he goes 
Down the street gravely, looking on each side ; 
There's not one more dare laugh. 

Frank, Does he go on ? 

Maid, Yes. 

Frank, Fabritio, you have undone a maid 

[Kneels, 

By treachery; know you some other better. 

You would prefer your friend to? If you do not, 

Bring him again ! I have no other hope 

But you, that made me lose hope; if you fail me, 

I ne’er shall see him, but shall languish out 
A discontented life, and die contemn’d. 

Fab, 7'his vexes me! I pray you be more patient. 
If 1 have any truth, let what will happen, 

[Lifts her up. 

I’ll bring him presently. Do you all stand 
At the street-door, the maids, and all, to watch 
W hen 1 come back, and have some private place 
To shuffle me into; for he shall follow 
In fury, but I know I can out run him : 

As he comes in, clap all fast hold on him. 

And use your own discretions. 

Fred. We will do it. 

Fab. But suddenly; for I will bring him hither. 
With that unstopp'd speed, that he shall run over 
All that’s in’s way; And though my life be veu' 
tuied, 


4 



Scene III.] THE CAPTAIN. 249 

'Tis no great matter, I will do’t. 

Frank. 1 thank you, 

Worthy Fabritio. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


The Street. 


Enter Jacomo. 

Jac. I ever knew no woman could abide me; 
But am 1 grown so contemptible, 

By being once drunk amongst ’em, that they begin 
To throw piss on niy head ? lor surely it was piss: 

Huh, huh! \Semlls. 

Enter Fabritio. 

Fab. Jacomo, how dost thou ? 

Jac. Well; something troubled 
With watrish humours. 

Fab, Foil! how thou stink’st! 

Pr’ythec stand furtlier oil’ me. JMethinks these 
humours 

Become thee better than thy dry choleric humours. 
Or thy wine-wet humours. Ha! 

Jac. You are pleasant; 

But, Fabritio, know I am not in the mood 
Of suffering jests. 

Fab. If you be not i’ th’ mood, 

I hope you will not be moody. But truly 
I cannot blame the gentlewomen; you stood eves- 
droppiug 
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Under their window, and would not come up, 

Jac. Sir, I suspect now, by your idle talk. 
Your hand was in’t; which, if I once believe, 

Be sure you shall account to me. 

Fab, The gentlewomen and the maids have 
counted 

To you already; the next turn I see is mine. 

Jac, Let me die, but this is very strange! 
Good Fabritio, 

Do not provoke me so. 

Fab, Provoke your You’re grown 
The strangest fellow! there’s no keeping company 
with you. 

Pish ! take you that 

[FaB ill ! lo g-/ves him a box d lit ear, .Tacomo 
drairs his bxvord, 

Jac. Oh, all the devils ! Stand, slave ! 

Fab. Follow me if thou dar’st. [Frit. 

Jac. Stay, coward, stay ! [Exii running. 


SCENE IV. 


The Room in Frederick’s House, 


Enter Fkedlrick, Frank, Clora, So'xmif, and 

Maid. 

Clora. Be ready ; for I see Fabritio running, 
And Jacomo behind him. 

Enter Fabritio. 

Fab. Where’s the place ? 

Jred. That way, Fabritio. Fabritio. 
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Enter Jacomo. 

Jac, Where art thou, treacher r ® 

[Frederick, Clora, and Maid^ lay hold on 
Jacomo. 

What’s tlie mutter, sirs ? 

Why do you hold me ? I am liasely wrong’d ! 
Torture and hell be with you ! let me go! 

[They drag him to a chairs and hold him dozen hi it, 
Fred. Good Jacomo, be patient; ami hut hear 
What I can say: You know I am your friend; 

If you yet doubt it, by my soul I am. 

Jac. ’Sdeath, stand away ! I would my breath 
were poison ! 

Fred. As I have life, that which was thrown 
on you, 

And this now done, were but to draw you liithcr 
For causes weighty, that concern yourself, 

Void of all malice ; which this maid, my sister, 
Shall tell you. 

Jac. Puh I a pox upon you all! you will not 
hold me 

For ever here; and, till you let me go, 

I’ll talk no more. 

Franh. As you’re a gentleman, [^Kneels. 

Let not this boldness make me be believed 
To be immodest! If there were a way 
IMore silently to be acquainted with you, 

God knows, tliat 1 would chuse ; but as it is, 
Take it in plainness : 1 do love you more 
Than you do your content. It you refuse 
To pity me, I’ll never cease to weep; 

And when mine eyes be out, I will be told 

* Treacher^ A common word for traitor, which occurs in Shak 
spearc*h Kmg Lear, and in numerous other old books. 
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How fiist the tears I shed for you do fall; 

And il the^ do not flow abundantly, 

I’ll te^^ch a .^ball make’em start and leap, 

As if tl.e file wc/e under.' 

Ji>v. roie inoekii'o, fine mocking! 

FttJ ? Look how she weeps. 

Juc. Does she counterfeit crying too? 

Fivd. Beliold how the tears flow! Or pity her, 
Oi never iiioie he call’d a man. 

Jac, How’s this ? 

Soft you, soft you, my masters I Is’t possible, 
think you, 

She should be in earnest? 

Clura, Earnest? Ay, in earnest: 

She is a fool to break so many sleeps, 

That would have been sound ones. 

And venture such a face, and so much life, 

For e’er an humorous ass i’ th’ world. 

Frcmk. Why, Clora, 

I have known you cry as much for Julio, 

That has not half his worth. All night you write 
And weep, too much, 1 fear; 1 do but what 
1 should. 

Clora. If I do write, I am aiiswei’d, Frank. 
Frui'k. 1 would I might be so I 
Jac. Good Ficderick, let me go; 

I would fain try if that filing do not counterfeit. 
Fred. Give me your sword then. 

Jac, No; but take niy word. 

As I am man, I will not hurt a creature 
Undei this roof, before C have deliver’d 
Myself, as 1 am now, into your hands, 

Or have your full consent. . 

Fred. It is enough. let him loose, 

Jac. Gentlewoman, I pray you let me feel your 
face:— 
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I am an infidel, if she do not weep! 

Stay; where’s my handkerchief? I’ll wipe 
The old wet off: The fresh tears come! Pox on’t, 
I am 

A handsome gracious fellow amongst women, 
And knew’t not.—Gentlewoman, how should 1 
know 

These tears are for me? Is not your mother dead? 
Frank. By Heaven, they are for you ! 

Jac. ’Slight, I’ll have my head curl’d and powder’d 
To-morrow by break of day. If you love me, 

I pray you kiss me ; for if I love you, 

It shall be such love as I will not be 
Ashamed of.—If -this be a mock, [Kisses, 

It is the heartiest and the sweetest mock 
That e’er I tasted. Mock me so again I 

[^Kisses again, 

Fred, Fy, Jacomo I why do you let her kneel 
So long ? 

Jac, It’s true; I had forgot it, and should have 
done ker up. 

This twelvemonth: Pray you rise.— Frederick, 

If I could all this while have been persuaded 
She could have loved me, dost thou think I had 
Not lather kiss her than another should? 

And yet you may gull me, for aught I know; 

But if you do, hell take me if I do not cut 
All your throats sleeping ! 

Fred. Oil, do not think of such a thing. 

Jac, Otherwise, if she be in earnest, the short is, 

I am. 

Frank, Alas, I am. 

Jac, And I did not think it possible any woman 
Could have liked this face: It’s good for nothing, 
IS it r 

Clara, Yes, 
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It is worth forty shillings to pawn, being lined ^ 
Almost quite through with velvet. 

Fmnh. Tis better than your Julio’s. 

Jdc. Thou tliinkest so; 

But otherwise, in faith, it is not, Frank. 

[Kisses her. 


Enter Fabritio. 

Fah. Hist, Jacomo! How dost thou, hoy, ha? 
Jac. V\ hy, veiy well, 

I thank }ou, sir. 

Fah. Dost thou perceive the reason 
Of matteis and passages \ct, sirVdh, or no? 

Jac. ’Tis wond'rous good, sir. 

Fab. I have done simply for you : 

But now you aie beaten to some understanding, 

1 pra> you dall) not with the gentlewoman, 

But dispatch your matrimony with all convenient 
speed. 


® LinetJ.'] Fn act in. scene vi. of this play, Piso describes Jacomo 
as» one that \ioie Ins lorehedd in ii velvet sc.ibbaul, Jiul CloM here 
‘-ays his face is uoith foity shillings to pawn upon account ol its 
velvit liiiinf;. If tinul be not a Lntinism lieie, we must have the 
limn" not on the imutc as usual, but on the mt. Winit wu may 
lartlier remaik from hence is, the dillereiice of patches in the poePiv 
davsund in ouis. The licioes of liie blade tlien would have no- 
thill" less than velvtl, whcieas plain bilk ib thought good enough 
)iy those now.—Sjimpuj/t, 

Lined is, we believe, used in the same sense to tins day by aiti- 
sans, &c. Tbeaciois, in partlculai, call marking their featuies 
for old chaiacteis, hum.' the face ; though that may, indeed, bear 
anotlicr sense.—Ed. 177k. 

Sympson is evidently riglit in Ins eKplanation. 'I’hal of the last 
editors IS 60 far-fetched that it is utterly inadmissible. Though 
Jacomo was not a youth, it does not appear iii the course of the 
play that lie was a scptuageinrian, or that his face was furrowed 
with age. 
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Fred, He gives good counsel. 

Jac, And 1*11 follow it. 

Fab, And I you. Pr’ytliee do not take it un¬ 
kindly ; 

For, trust me, I box*d thee for thy advancement: 
A foolish desire I had to joggle thee 
Into preferment. 

Jac, I apprehend you, sir; 

And if I can study out a course how a bastinadoing 
May any ways raise youi fortunes in the state, 
You shall be sure on’t. 

Fab, Oh, sir, keep your way. 

Ood send you much joy ! 

Clora, And me my Julio! [Julio speaks •within. 
Oh, God, I hear his voice ! Now he is true, 
Have at a mairiage, Frank, as soon as you ! 

[Ewcunt all but Frederick. 

Enter Messenger, 

i\Ies<i, Sir, I would speak with you. 

Fred, \^'hat is your hasty business, friend ? 
Mess. The diike commands your present attend¬ 
ance at court. 

Fred. The cause ? 

Mess, I know not in particular : but this; 
Many are sent for more, about aflairs 
Foreign, 1 take it, sir. 

Fred. I will he thcie 

Within this hour. Return my humble service. 
Mess, 1 will, sir. [Exit, 

F/ cd. Farewell, friend. What news with you ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Sero, My mistress would desire you, sir, to follow 
With all the haste you can; She is gone to church, 
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To marry Captain Jacomo; and Julio, 

To do as much for the young merry gentlewoman, 
Fair mistress Clora: 

Fred, Julio marry Clora? 

Thou art deceived, I warrant thee. 

Serv, No sure, sir; 

I saw their lips as close upon the bargain 
As cockles. 

Fred, Give ’em joy! I cannot now go; 

The duke hath sent for me in haste. 

Serv, This note, sir, 

When you are free, will bring you where they are. 

Fred, [Reading^ “ You shall find us all at Signor 
Angelo’s, 

Where Piso, and the wortliy Lelia 
Of famous memory, are to be married; 

And we not far behind.” ’Would I had time 
To wonder at this last couple in hell.* 

* Last couple in //c//.] This is alluding to a rustic diversion, 
called, I think, by another name in our poets, Shakspeare, and the 
pla^ -wrights of that time, viz. barley-break. Sir John Suckling has 
a pretty poem, wherein he describes this diversion, which, for the 
sake of my readers, I have here inserted: 

Love, Reason, Hate, did once bespeak 
Three mates to play at Barley-break ; 

Love, Folly took; and Reason, Fancy; 

And Hate consorts with Pride; so dance they: 

Love coupled last, and so it fell 
That Love and Folly were in hell. 

They break, and Love would Reason meet, 

But Hate was nimbler on her feet; 

Fancy looks for Pride, and thither 
Hies, and they two hug together : 

Yet this new coupling still doth tell 
That Love and Folly were in hell. 

The rest do break again, and Pride 
Hath now got Reason on her side; 
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Enter Messenger again. 

Mess, You are stay’d for, sir. 

Fred. I come. Pray God the business 
Hold me not from this sport! I would not lose it. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


An Apartment in Angelo’s House, 


Enter Father^ Piso, Angelo, and Lelia. 

Ang, God give you joy, and make you live to¬ 
gether 

A happy pair! 

Piso. I do not doubt we shall. There was nevei 

Poor gentleman had such a sudden fortune! 

I could thrust my head betwixt two pales, and 
stiip me 

Out of my old skin like a snake. Will the guests 
come, 

Thou saidst thou sentest for to solemnise the nup¬ 
tials ? 

Father, They will; I look’d for ’em ere this. 


ilate and Fancy meet, and stand 
Untoucht by li)ve in Folly's hand; 

I'olly was dull, but Love ran well, 

So Love and Folly were in hell." 

But the reader may find a more exact and minute description of 
this diversion m Sii Philip Sydney's Arcadiat^5ympso»» 

VOL. IX. R 
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Enter JvLio , Jacosw, Fabritio, Frank, and 

Clora. 

Jut/o. By your leave all. 

Father, They are here, sir. 

Julio, Especially, fair lady, 

1 ask your pardon; to whose marriage-bed 
I wish all good success ! I have here brought you 
Such guests as can discern your happiness, 

And best do know how to rejoice at it 

(For such a fortune they themselves have run:) 

The worthy Jacomo, and his fair bride ; 

Noble Fabritio, (whom this age of peace 
Has not yet taught to love aught but the wars) 
And his true friend, this lady, who is but 
A piece of me. 

Lelia, Sir, you are welcome all!— , 

Are they not, sir ? Father, 

Piso. Bring in some wine; 

Some of the wine Lodovic the fool sent hither. 
Whoever thou bid’st welcome, shall find it. 

Lelia. An unexpected honour you have done 
To our too hasty wedding. 

Jac, ’Faith, madam, our weddings were as hasty 
as yours: 

AVe’re glad to run up and down any whither, 

To sec where we can get meat to our wedding. 
Piso, That Lodovic hath provided too, good ass! 
Ang, I thought you, Julio, would not thus have 
stolen 

A marriage, without acquainting your friends. 
Julio, Why, I did give thee inklings. 

Ang, If a marriage 
Should be thus slubber’d up in a play. 

Ere almost any body had taken notice 
You were in love, the spectators would take it 
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To be but ridiculous. 

Julio. This was the first, and I 
Will never hide another secret from you. 

Enfer Father. 

Father. Sir, yonder’s your friend Lodovic: Hide 
yourself. 

And it will be the best sport- 

Piso. Gentlemen, 

I pray you take no notice I am here : 

The coxcomb Lodovic is coming in. \Retires. 

Enter Lodovico. 

Lod. Is that the lady ^ 

Father. That is my lady. 
l.od. As I live, she*s a fair one! 

Al'hat make all these here ? 

Father. Oh, Lord, sir, she’s so pester’d- 

Fab, Now will the sport be; it runs right as Julio 
Fold us. 

Lod. Fair lady, health to you! Some words 
I have, that require an utterance more private 
Than this place can afford. 

Lelia. I’ll call my husband; 

All business I hear wdtli his cars now. 

Lod. Good madam, no; (but I perceive your jest) 
Vou have no husband; I am the very man 
That walk’d the streets so comely. 

Lelia. Are you so ? 

Lod. Yes, ’faith; when Cupid first did prick 
your heart. 

] am not cruel; but the love begun 
I’ th’ street I’ll satisfy i’ th* chamber fully. 

Lelia. To ask a madman whether he be mad 
Were but an idle question; if you be, 

I 



260 


TflE CAPTAIN. 


[Act V. 


I do not speak to you ; but if you be not, 

Walk in the streets again, and there perhaps 
I may dote on you ; here I not endure you. 

Zod. Good madam, stay ; do not you know this 
ring ? 

Lelia. Yes, it was mine ; I sent it by my man 
To change, and so he did ; it has a blemish. 

And this he brought me for it: Did you change it 
Aie you a goldsmith ? 

Lod. Sure the world is mad!— 

Sirrah, did you not biing me this ring fiom jour 
lady ? 

Father. Yes, surely, sir, did I; but your wor¬ 
ship must 

Even bear with me, for there was a mistaking in it; 
And so, as I was saying to your woiship, 

My lady is now married. 

Lod Mairied? to whom ? 

Father. To your worship’s friend Piso. 

J.od. ’Sdeath ! to Piso ? 

P'lso. \TFithin.'] Ha, ha, ha! 

Ajig. Yes, sir, I can assure you 
She’s married to him; I saw’t with these grey eyes. 
Lod, Why, what a rogue art thou then r Ihou 
hast made me 
Send in provision too. 

Father. Oh, a gentleman 
Should not have such foul woids in’s mouth; 

But your worship’s provision 

Could not have come in at a fitter time. 

Will it please you to taste any of your own wine ? 
Tt may be the vintner has cozen’d you. 

Lod. Pox, I am mad ! 

Ang, You have always plots, sir; and see how 
they fall out! 

Jac. You had a plot upon me : How do you 
like this ? 


2 
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Lod. I do not speak to you. 

Fab. Because you dare not. 

Lod. But I will hate one of that old rogue’s 
teeth 

Set iti this ring. 

Father, Dost not tliou know 
That I can beat thee ?—Dost thou know it now ? 

[Dhcovers himself. 
Lod. He beat me once indeed. 

Father. And if you have 

Forgot it, I can call a witness.—Come forth, Piso! 
Remember you it? 

Piso. ’Faith, I do call to mind 
Such a matter. \Coming foi'ward. 

Father. And if I cannot still do’t, 

You aie young, and will assist your father-in-law. 
Pho. My falher-in-Iaw ? 

Your father-in-law, 

As suie as this is widow Delia. 

Piso. How ? widow Delia ^ 

Father. I’faith, ’tis she, son. 

Lod. Ila, ha, ha! let my provision go ' 

I am glad I have miss’d the woman. 

Piso. Have you put 
A whore upon me ? 

Lelia, By Heaven, you do me wrong ! 

I have a heart as puie as any woman’s; 

And I mean to keep it so for ever. 

Father Theie is 

No starting now, son ; if you offer it, 

I can compel you ; her estate is great, 

But all made o’er to me, before this match : 

Yet if you use her kindly, (as I swear 
I think she will deserve) you shall enjoy it 
During your life, all, save some slender piece 
I will reserve for my own maintenance; 
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And if God bless you with a child by her, 

It shall have all. 

Piso, So I may have the means, 

I do not much care what the woman is.— 

Come, my sweetheart! as long as I shall find 
Thy kisses sweet, and thy means plentiful, 

Let people talk their longues out. 

Lelia. They may talk 
Of what is pass’d; but all that is to come 
Shall be without occasions. 

Julio, Shall we not make 
Piso and Lodovic friends ? 

Jack, Hang ’em, they dare not be enemies ' 
Or, if they be, the danger is not great. 

Welcome, Frederick! 

Enter Frederick, 

Fred. First, joy unto you all! 

And next, I think we shall have wars. 

Jac, Give me some wine ! 

I’ll drink to that. 

Fab. I’ll pledge. 

Frank. But 1 shall lose you then. 

Jac, Not a whit, wench; 

I’ll teach thee presently to be a soldier. 

Fred, Fabritio’s command, and yours, 

Are both restored. 

Jac. Bring me four glasses then ! 

Fab. Where are they ? 

,t4n^. You ^hall not drink ’em here. ’Tis supper 
time; 

And from my house no creature here shall stir 
These three days; mirth shall flow as well as wine. 
Father, Content Within, I’ll tell you more at 
large 
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How much I am bound to all, but most to you, 
Whose undeserved liberality 
Must not escape thus unrequited. 

Jac. ’Tis happiness to me, I did so well: 

Of every noble action, the intent 

Is to give Worth reward. Vice piinii.hinent. 

'^Kaeunt, 



EPILOGUE. 


Ip you mislike (as you shall c\cr bo 
Your own <ree judges) this play utteily. 

For your own nobleness yet do not hiss ! 

But, a!> you go by, say it was amiss. 

And we will mend : Chide us, but let it be 
Tsever in cold blood ! O' my honesty, 

^ If I have any) this I'll say for all ; 

Liiing was to please you still, and shall. 
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This Tragi-comedy is ascribed to Fletcher alone by his pane¬ 
gyrists Gardiner and Hills. Their authority is of little weight; 
but the general structure of the play, and the versification, seem to 
suppci t their testimony. In the beginning of the eighteenth cen¬ 
tury it was fev)ved at Drury-Lane theatre, with no success, and 
since then it has suffered very general, but undeserved neglect. 

. The compiler of the Biographia Dramatica very truly observes, 
“ According to the best of my judgment, this play may very justly 
be ranked with several of the pieces of these authors which arc 
better known, and even frequently represented; nor can 1 help 
thinking, that without any farther alteration than a judicious cur¬ 
tailing of some particular passages, or what is understood in the 
theatrical language, by ptoperlif cutting this play, it might be ren¬ 
dered, on a revival, a very aarceable entertainment even to tlm 
iiice-sloinached audiences ot the piesent age.*' 

This play is a very curious instance of dramatic mechanism, fo» 
the author, or authors, have with great skill contrived to unite a 
great number of detached stories, and formed a plot of very con¬ 
siderable interest, and not more irregular than those of most oi tho 
plays of that period. The main plot, at least the latter part, is 
louiided on the old fabliau of The Marriage of Sir Gawnine, pub¬ 
lished Irom an imperfect copy by Dr Percy, (Reliqucs, vol. IIL 
p. 11, 350,) and more immediately on Chaucer's admirable Wife 
of Bath's Tale, since versified by Dryden.* The ingenuity with 
which a story so romantic, and appartiitly so unfit for dramatic 
purposes, is varied and adapted for the stage, reflects high credit 
on the author. Again, the comic under-plot of I-ope?:, Isabella, 


• Nearly the same story occurs in Gower's Confessio Amaniis, Book I, 
and in the d^ssta Romanoruin. 
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Birlcllo, and Claudio, is founded upon three dilfcrcnl novels of 
Boccaccio, which are introduced with admirable art. The last 
scene in the second act is the sixth novel of the seventh day, with 
no consideiahle variation. A very brief abstiact of this novel 
may sudicc, as the Decameron is in most hands. ** Isabella, the 
wife of a rich and valorous knn^ht, was enamoured of the young 
Lcunelto, and at the same time besieged by the importunities of 
Lainbeituccio, whom she detested, but whose threats induced her 
to promise a compliance with his desires. Being at a country-house 
during the absence of her husband, she had invited her favoured 
lover thither ; but their happiness was soon disturbed by the ar> 
iivui of Lambcrtuccio, and she was forced to conceal Leunetto in 
a closet. In a similar manner the foimer was soon disturbed liy 
the appearance of the husband of Isabella. By the advice of the 
lattei, he diew his poigiiard on the approach of the husband, and 
utteied impiecaliuns against the coward who had shielded himself 
from the effects of his wrath in the bouse, mounted his horse, and 
departed. Isabella then related to the husband, within htaiingof 
the concealed Leonetto, that a youth had taken shelter in the 
house, pursued by Lambertuccio. Leonetto now issued from the 
closet, and related that he had been attacked by lambertuccio, 
whom he supposed to be a madman. The easy, good-natured hus- 
haiul, praising the humanity of his wife, prepared a supper for his 
guest, who departed in quiet to Florence.” ^ 

The fouith scene of the third act is built on a story of oriental 
origin, and of ver^ extensive popularity. The original is probably 
a tale in the lleetopades of Veeshno-Sarma, which was transidted 
fiom the Sansent by Captain Wilkin^, and verbified in lloppncr’s 
Oiiental Tales, under the title of the Cow-keeper and the Barber's 
Wife. It also occurs in the fables of Bidpai, or Pilpay, which, 
ftoni a Turkish version, were translated into I'lench by the Icaincd 
M. Galland, and linislied by IM. Cardonne. The present tale oc- 
cuis in the brst book, and is entitled The Dervish and the Thief. 
Ill Kurope the story appealed in divers shapes. Guerin, one of the 
ancient Fiench trouveurs, formed Ins fal iiau l)e Treiccs on the 
story. (S 'e Barbazan’s Ffibliaux, ed. 1808, vol. IV . p. Syj), Boc¬ 
caccio adopted it, probably from the latter source, into his De¬ 
cameron, where it forms the eighth novel of the seventh day. 

Airiguccju Beilinghieri, a rich old meichanl, thought to render 

^ Mnnni supposes that Boccaccio took the hint of tills novel from the 
tw’cnt) -second epistle of the second book of Aristcnctes. The same stoiy 
occurs ill the Cusloiewent (fun Pere a son Jih, tianslated into French 
from Petrus Alphonsus; in the French Dolopatos; in Henry Stephens’^ 
Apology for Herodotus; in Bandello, Sansovino, and Parabosco; and in 
several French collcctious of novels. 
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his family noble by marrying a young woman named Sisraonda, 
She became enamoured of a youth called Ruberto, but being rather 
indibcreei in their amours, the old husband became cxticmely jea¬ 
lous. In order to enjoy the company of her lover securely, she 
was forced to employ a stratagem. She fastened every night a 
string to her great toe, which,*descending through the wall to the 
house door, Ruberto vvas directed to pull it, upon which she pulled 
again, in case her husband whs asleep; but held it firm if he was' 
awake. One night Arriguccio perceived the string, and sus|)cct- 
ing the stratagem, took it ofT, and lied it on his own. Soon after- 
vvaids (he lover arrived, and gave his accustomed sign, upon whicli 
the jealous husband arose, armed himself, and issued to the door. 
When Ruberto perceived that it was not his inamorata, he began 
to fly, and Arriguccio to pursue; at last they closed, but the neigh¬ 
bours interfering, the latter returned to his house. Sismonda in 
the mean time awoke, and, suspecting the cause of her husband's 
absence, called her maid, and prevailed u[>on her to lake her place. 
She then put out the candle, and retired. When Ariiguccio re¬ 
turned, he beat and kicked the servant in a most cruel manner, 
and, after having cut oft' her hair, left her, and proceeded to the 
house of her mother and her three brothers, who were greatly en¬ 
raged against Simunda, and aecompanied Arriguccio to his house. 
Rut the wary Sismonda ha<l in the mean time dressed herself, ar¬ 
ranged the bed, and, on their arrival, was occupied in sowing. 
Upon hearing the reproaches of her brothers, she feigned the ut¬ 
most surprise, showed that her body had not been beaten, nor her 
tresses cut, and accused her husband of being drunk, and of having 
acted the part lie had related in some bagfiio. The fury and the 
threats of the brothers were now turned against the poor husband, 
who was forced to promise perfect confidence in his wife here¬ 
after.'’ Massinger has made use of the original oriental story in 
his Guardian, where, however, the story is very ill told, and dis¬ 
gusting in the extreme. 

I’he novel of Boccaccio, from which the third scene of iho fourth 
act is borrowed, is the eighth of the eighth day in the Decameron. 
It is not so closely copied as the two preceding ones, and the nature 
of the talc is such as prevents any abridgment in this place. 

Having tlius traced the difi'erent sources'from which the plot of 
this tragi-comedy is deiived, it remains to say something ol its ge¬ 
neral merits, and this can be dune in few words, as the nature of 
the drama is not such as to call for very rigidly ciitical disquisi¬ 
tion. The rapidiW with which a succession of amusing incidents 
is artfully conneacd, is accompanied with a correspondent airy 
liveliness of the poetry and the characters. The humorous parts 
of the play arc full cl bustle, which doti^not aflbrd a very minute 
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tiibci'iniination of character; and, with the exception of the hungry 
Pcnurio, the lemaining dramatis persona of the under-plot are 
similar to many others which occur in these dramas. A very con. 
siderablc defeci in this iindei-plot is the sudden and unprepared- 
for information which wc icceive in the last act, that Claudio had 
employed all hrs assiduity merely to try the constancy of his sister, 
the wife of the old usurer; and this circumstance seems to support 
the general notion, that Fletcher hurried on his last acts with care« 
less precipitation, and to strengthen the supposition that the play 
was written after the death of the more critical Beaumont. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Duke of Sienna, suitor to Belvidere, 

Silvio, a gentleman of quality, sermnt' to Behidere, 
Claudio, Silvio’s friend, brother to Isabella, but dis» 
guised to her under the name ^Riigio. 
Bartello, captain of the citadel, uncle to Silvio. 
Lopez, a sordid usurer, the jealous husband of Isabella, 
Penurio, a hungry servant to Lope::, 

Soto, a merry servant to Claudio, 

T.ords of FlorencCi 
Lords of Sienna, 

Counsellors. 

Courtiers. 

A Farmer, father to Soto, 

Captain. 

Soldiers of the guard. 

A Clerk. 

Bomby, an enemy to wakes and may-pokb. 
Morris-dancers, Masquers. 

Duchess of Florence. 

Belvidere, a virtuous princess, daughter to the Du¬ 
chess, in hwe with Silvio, 

Rodope, wife to Bartello. 

Isabella, wife to I.opez, 

Jaquenet, servant to Isabella, 

Two Gentlewomen. 

iSCiEiVE'—Florence, and the adjacent Country. 

The principal Actors were — 

Joseph Taylor, John Lowin, 

John Underwood, Will. Eglestone, 

Rob. Benheld, Nicholas Too lie, 

Rich. Sharpe, Thomas Holcombe. 

Fol. 1679, 


? Servant,} t. e, Lorer. See vol. II, p. 263, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Florence, — Night,—Btfore the Citadel, 


Enter Bartello and Silvio. 

► Silvio, ’Tis true, she is a right good princess, and 

‘ a just one, 

And Florence, when she sets, has lost a planet. 

Bart, My mistress ? I tell thee, gentle nephew, 
There is not such another friend to goodness. 

To downright dealing, to faith, and true heart, 
Within the Christian confines. Before she bless*d us, 
Justice was a cheesemonger, a mere cheesemonger, 
Weigh’d nothing to the world but mites and mag¬ 
gots. 

And a mam stink; law, like a horse-courser. 

Her rules and precepts hung with gauds and rib- 
* * bands, 

And pamper’d up to cozen him that bought her. 
When she herself was hackney, lame, and founder’d. 
SiL But the sweet lady Belvidere, the bright 
one- 

, VOL. IX. $ 
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Bart, Ay, there’s a face indeed ! Ob, my dear 
nephew, 

Could a young fellow of thy fiery mettle 
Freeze, and that lady in his arms ? 

SiL I think not. 

Bart, Thou hast a parlous judgment!' But let 
that pass: 

She is as truly virtuous, fair, and noble, 

As her great mother’s good; and that’s not ordinary. 

SiL But why (so many princes, and so great ones. 
Being suitors) should the duchess deny to match 
her? 

Bart, She is a jewel, man, hangs in her bosom; 
Her only child : With her eyes she sees all things. 
Discourses with her tongue; and pluck her from her 
(So dotingly the old one loves her youi^ one) 
You pluck her heart out too: Besides, olHate days. 
The duke of Milan, who could never win her 
By love, nor treaty, laid a close train for her 
In her own private walks, some forty horse-men. 
So to surprise her, which we found, and dealt with; 
And sent’em running home to the duke their master, 
Like dogs with bottles at their tales. 

Hil, Since that, 1 heard, sir. 

She has sent her to yoUr citadel to secure her, 
iVIy cousin Rodope,* your wife, attending her. 


* A parlous Parlous was a usual phrase for keen, 
<^bic\vd. In Richard 111. Queen Elizabeth calls the Duke of York 
“ A parlous boy." 

* Mp cousin Rodopst your &c.] Sytnpson complains that 
there IS a mivbtyjumble throughout this play between cousin and 
aunt, flatl he attended to it, he had found a aimilai^jamble, as 
he terms it, in all the ancient plays, particularly :d those of Sbak- 
spcarc. In Hamlet, Claudius calls Hamlet his cousin, though his 
nephew and his step-son. In Romeo and Juliet, Lady Capulet calls 
her nephew, Tybalt, her cousin. And jn Richard HL, the old 
r>uchess of York goes still farther, for she calls her giand-childreii,' 
the sons of Claicnce, her couunii. In short, the word coustn was 
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Bart. You hear a truth ; and all convenient plea¬ 
sures 

Are there proportion’d for her. 

Sit. I would fain, sir, 

Like one, that owes a duteous service to her, 

Sometimes, so please you- 

Bart, Gentle cousin, pardon me ! 

I must not, nor you must not dare to offer; 

The last edict ^ lies on his life pursues it. 

Your friend*, sir, to Command abroad, to love you. 
To lend you any thing I have, to wait upon you; 
But, in the citadel where [ stand charged, * 
Not a bit upon a march; No service, sir, 

No, good sir, by no means f I kiss your hands, sir. 

[A\vit. 

SiL To your keeping only ? none else to look 
upon her ? 

None but Bartello worthy her attendance? 

No faith but Ms to serve her? Oh, Belvidere, 
Thou saint to whom my youth is sacridced. 

Thou point to which my life turns, and my fortune! 
Art thou lock’d from me now ? from all my com¬ 
forts, 

Art thou snatch’d violently? * Thouhear^st me not; 


formerly applied to any degree of consanguinity, except that of 
brother and sister, [father and motber].— 

Sympsoii is, however, so iar right, that the first folio often loads 
niece ui comm, where the second su^titutes amll 

3 Edict.'] This word is accented on the last syllable throughout 
the pluy, contrary to the present pracUce. 

* From all my comfoits 

Art tlioH sMtch*d violently f] Sihio is not lamenting the lady's 
CoQdilion, but his own, and therefore I should think it would be 
better to read, 

—— From me idl my comforts 
Are they snatched violenfly,^Syoipson, 

This is a most uncouth and needless variation* The whole tenor 
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Nor canst thou see, fair soul, thy servant’s mourn¬ 
ings; 

Yet let thy gentle heart feel what is absence,* 
The great divorce of minds so truly loving, 

So long, and nursed in one affection, 

Even from our infant eyes suck’d in, and nourish’d 
—Oh! let it feel but that, and there stand constant, 
And I am blest My dear aunt Ilodop^ 

That is her governess, did love me dearly; 
There’s one hope yet to see her: When he is ab¬ 
sent, 

•It may be ventured, and she may work it closely. 
I know the lady’s will goes equal with me. 

And so the danger of the edict avoided : 

Let me think more ! for I must try all hazards. 

Enter Claudio and Soto, with a Rope Ladder. 

Soto. Will you go yonder, sir ? 

Clau. Yes, marry will I, sir. 

Soto. And by this ladder ? 

Clau. By that ladder^ coKComb. 

Soto. Have you any more necks at home when 
this is broken ? 

For this will crack with the best friend he has, sir. 
Or, can you pitch of all four, like an ape now? 
Let me see you tumble. 

Clau. You are very pleasant, sir. 

Soto. No, l^uly, sir; I should be loth to see you 

of Silvio’s speech, apd indeed of the whole play, proves that the 
loves of Silvio apidlBelvidere were mutual, and equally strong on 
both sides; atid* as Mason observes, the word violent shews that 
he considered her as snatched from him against her will, 

^ Tet let thjf gentle heart feel xahat his ahsence.] A letter too 
much in hiSf ppakes strange stuff iu this passage: Ofir authors pos¬ 
sibly wrote, 


feel what is afisence.^S^mpton, 
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Come fluttering down like a young rook, cry squab,. 
And take you up with your brains beaten into your 
buttocks. 

Clan, Hold your peace, ass !—Who*s this stands 
musing here ? 

Silvio?- 

Sil, Who calls me ? 

Clau, One most glad to see you, air. 

SiL My dearest Claudio ? What make you thus 
private, 

And with a preparation of this nature ? 

Solo. We have leave to play, and are going to 
climb birds* nests. 

Sll. Pr’ythee what is it, friend ? Why start you 
from me? 

Js your old mistress grown so coy and cruel. 

She must be scaled ? It seemsf you are loth to 
tell me. 

Since twenty years* continuance of our friendship 
May not be worth the weight of such a secret, 
’Twill be but rude to ask again. ’Save you! [Goiwg. 
Clau. Nay, stay, dear Silvio! if you love me, 
take it ; 

For, till you know it, never woman labour’d 
As I do now. 

Sil. I’ll do my best to ease it. 

Clau. You have heard, the lady Belvidere- 

Sll. What heard, sir ? 

Claa. Heard, to the citadel, upon’ some fears, 
She is confined. 

Sil, Why dreams he on this beauty ?— [Aside. 
’Tis true, I have heard it. 

Clau, And that no access, 

No blessing from those eyes, but with much hazard. 
Even hazard of a life— 

Sil, He dares not love her!— [Aside, 



S 78 WDMEN PLEASED. [Act I. 

I have heard that <»o; But whither points your 
purpose ? 

Clau, Oh, Silvio, let me speak that none may 
hear me. 

None but thy truth! 1 have loved this lady long, 
Long given away my life to her devotion. 

Long dwelt upon that beauty to my ruin. 

SiL Does she know this ? 

Clau. No; there begins my misery! 

Ixion-like, 1 have only yet clasp’d clouds, 

And fed upon poor empty dreams that starve me# 
Sil. And what do you mean to do now ? 

Clau Though I die for’t, 

Though all the tortures Tn the world hung on me. 
Arm'd with imperious Love, I stand prepared now 
With this to reach her chamber; there to see her. 
And tell her boldly with what truth I love her. 

Sil. Twill not be easily done, sir- 

Clau. Ob, my Silvio, 

The hardest things are sweetest in possession. 

Sil. Not will ^ew much discretion. 

Clau. Love is blind, man; 

And he. that looks for reason there, far blinder. 
Sil. Have you consider’d ripely ? 

Clau. All that may fall. 

And arm’d agaiudt that all* 

Sil. Her honour too ? 

What she may suffer in this rash adventure ? 

The beauty of her name ? 

Clau. I’ll do it dosely, 

And only at her window, with that caution—— 
Sil. Arc there no guards ? 

^Chmt Corruption chokes their service. 

Sil. Or do you hold her bred so light woman, 
To hold commerce with strange tongues ? 

Clau. Why, this service, 


1 
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This only hazard of my life, must tell her. 
Though she were Vesta’s self, I must deserve her. 
SiL 1 would not have you go; pray let it sink 
here, 

And think a nobler way to raise your service, 

A safer and a wiser! 

Clau, Tis too late, sir. 

SiL Then I must say, you shall not go. 

Ciau, I shall not? 

SiL You shall not go: That part bred with you, 
friendship. 

Bids me say boldly so, and you observe me. 

Clau. You stretch that tie too far. 

SiL ril stretch it farther ; 

The honour that I bear that spotless virtue 
You foully seek to taint, unnobly covet, 

Bids me command yoa stay; ^if not, thus force 
you! , l^Draws. 

Sotd, This will be worse than climbing. 

Clau, Why do you draw, sir ? 

SiL To kill thee, if thy base will be thy master. 
Clau. I ever was your friend. 

SiL Whilst thou wert honest. 

And not a night-thief of another’s honour; 

1 never call’d a fool my friend, a madman, 

That durst expose his fame to all opinions, 

His life to unhonest dangers; I never loved him. 
Durst know his name, that sought a virgin’s ruin; 
Nor ever took I pleasure in acquaintance 
With men, that give as loose reins to their fancies 
As the wild ocean to his raging fluxes: 

A noble soul I twin with, and my love 
Follows hiis life dares master his affections. 

Will yieu give off, or fight ? 

Clau. I will not fight with you; 

The sacred name of friend ties up that anger: 
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Rather III study- 

SIL Do, to be a friend still. 

Clan, If this way, I shall never hold. 

SiL Ill watch you: 

And, if I catch you false, by Heaven you die for’t. 
All love forgot I 

Ciau, When I fear that, I’am lit for’t. [Exeunt, 


SCENE ir. 


A Room in the House of Lopez. 


Lopez at a Table with Jewels and Money upon it; 
an Egg roasting by a Candle^ 

Lopez, Whilst prodigal young gaudy fools are 
banqueting, 

And launching out their states* to catch the giddy, 
Thus do I study to preserve niy fortune, 

And hatch with care at home.the wealth that 
saints me. 

Here’s rubies of Bengala, rich, rich, glorious; 
These diamonds of Ormus, bought for little, 

Here vented at the price of princes’ ransoms ; 
How bright they shine, like constellations 1 
TheSouth-sea’s treasure here, pearl, fair and orient, 
Able to equal Cleopatra’s banquet; 

Here chains of lesser stones for ladies’ lustres. 
Ingots of gold, rings, brooches, bars of silver, ’ 
These are my studies to set off in sale well. 


States.] 9. e. £state6< 
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And not in sensual surfeits to consume ’em.—^ 
How roasts mine egg ? he heats apace; I’ll turn 
him.— 

Penurio! where, you knave, do you wait ? Penurio, 
You lazy knave ! 

Enter Penurio. 

Em. Did you call, sir? 

Lopez. Where’s your mistress ? 

What vanity holds her from her attendance ? 

Fen. The very sight of this egg has made him 
cockish; [A&ide, 

What would a dozen butter’d do ?—She is within, 
sir. 

Lopez. Within, sir? at what thrift, you knave? 
what getting ? 

Fen, Getting a good stomach, sir, an she knew 
where to get meat to’t; 

She’s praying heartily upon her knees, sir, 

That Heaven would send her a good bearing dinner. 

Lopez. Nothing but gluttony and suifeit thought 
on, 

Health flung behind! had she not yesternight, 
sii rah, 

Two sprats to supper, and the oil allowable ? 

Was she not j)ick with eating ^ Hadst not thou 
(Thoumost ungrateful knave, that nothing satisfies) 
The water that I boil’d my other egg in, 

To make thee hearty broth ? 

Pen. ’Tis true, I had, sir; 

But I might as soon make the philosopher’s stone 
on’t; • 

You gave it me in water, and, but for manners* 
sake, 

I could give it you again in wind, it was so heai ty. 
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I shall turn pissing-conduit ^ shortly.—My rtis- 
tress comes, sir. 

Enter Isabella. 


Jj)p€%, Welcome, my dove! 

Jsab. Pray you keep your welcome to you, 
Unless it carnes more than words to please me. 
Is this the joy to be a wife ? to brin^p with me, 
^sides the nobleness of blood 1 spring from, 

A full an^ able portion to maintain me ? 

Is this the happiness of youth and beauty, 

The great content of being made a mistress/ 

. To live a slave subject to wants and hungers, 

To jealousies for every eye that wanders. 
Unmanly jealousy ? 

Lopes* Good Isabella- 

Lab* Too good for you I Do you think to fa¬ 
mish me, ^ ' 

Or keep me like an alms-woman in such raiment 
Such poor unhandsome weeds? am 1 old, or ugly 
I never was bred thus; and if your misery 
Will suffer wilful blindness to abuse me. 

My patience shall be no bawd to mine own ruin. 
Pen, Tickle him, mistress; to him! 

» [Apart to her* 


’ I shall turn Condufls were frequently 

represented as human figures in former days. So in Shakspeare's 
Winter’s. Tale: Now he thanks the old shepherd which stands by 
like a weather-bitten conduit of many kings' reignsupon which 
]VIr Henley observes, that “ a conduit of this kind, a female form, 
atid weather beato^ still exists at Hoddesdon, in Herts." On 
coronation-days conduits often ran wttli wine. So in The 
Wits, by Sir William Davenant: 

** Dull humble gentlemen, that ne’er drunk 
But on some coronation-day, when each 
Conduit pisses claret at the town charge," 
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Isab. Had you love in J^ou, 

Or any pai t of man—^ 

Pen. Follow that, mistress I 
I&ab. Or had humanity but ever known you, 
You would shame to use a woman of my way thus. 
So poor, and basely,! You are strangely jealous 
of me; ^ 

If I should give you cause- 

Lopez. How, Isabella ? 

Isab. As do not venture this way to provoke 
me- 

Pen, Excellent well, mistress ! 

Lopez. How's this, Isabella? 

Isah. ’Twall stir a sainV, and I am but a woman. 

And by that tenure may- 

Lopez. By no means, chicken 
You know 1 love ^ou. Fy, take no example 
By those young gadding dames, (you aie noted 
virtuous) 

That stick their husbands' wealth in tiiflesou ’em, 
And point ’em but the way to their own miseries. 
I am not jealous. Kiss me. ’Faith, 1 am not. 
And for your diet, ’trs to keep you healthfuj 
(Surfeits destroy moie than the swoid) that I am 
careful 

Your meat should be both neat and cleanly hand¬ 
led ; 

See, sweet, I am cook myself, and mine own cater.® 
Pen. A pox of that cook cannot lick his fingeis! 
Lopez, I’ll add another dish; you shall have 
milk to’t; 

* Cater.'] Probably should read, eaterer. —Ed. 1778. Cater 
IS the old word fl>r a puive}or, and has already occuired in these 
plays, ^ol. IV, p. 179.) Again, m Ben Jonson’s 1 he Devil* ** '! 
an Ass, 

** He is my wardrobe-man, my cater, cook, 

Butler, and steward.” 
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* 

’Tis nourishing and good. 

Pm, With butter in*t, sir? 

Lopez, This knave would breed a famine in a 
kingdom!— {^Apart, 

And clothes that shall content you; you must be 
wise then, 

And live sequester’d to yourself and me, 

Not wandering after every toy comes cross you, 
Nor struck with every spleen.®—What’s the knave 
doing ? Penurio! 

Pen, Hunting, sir, for a second course of flies 
here ; 

They are rare new sal lads. 

Lopez, For certain, Isabella, 

This ravening fellow has a wolf in's belly. 
Untemperate kjikve, will nothing quench thy ap» 
petite ? 

I saw him eat two apples, which is monstrous. 

Pen. If you had given me those, ’t had been 
more monstrous. 

Lopez. ’Tis a main miracle to feed this villain.— 
Come, Isabella, let us in to supper, 

And think’ the Roman dainties at our table ! 

’Tis all but thought. [Exeunt. 

Pen. ’Would .dl my thoughts would do it! 

The devil should think of purchasing that egg¬ 
shell, 


s* Nor struck witj^every spleen.] Seward would alter spleen to 
skeeut which, sajjlige, is the same as bright or brightness. The 
alteration piopop|^, we think, a very pool one ; and we do not 
remember substantive. Nor struck mth every spleen, we 

conceive, sign^cs, not put out of humour with £d. 1778. 

Spleen is often used tor humour or caprice in old plays. For 
instance, in The Taming of the Shrew, 

- - « 1 must forsooth be forced 

To give my hand, opposed against my heart. 

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full ot ^leen*\ 
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To victual out a witch for the Burmoothes: “ 

Tis tieason to any good stomach living now 
To hear a tedious grace said, and no meat to*t. 

I have a radish yet, but that’s but transitory. 

[Exit, 


SCENE III. 


‘Before the Otadel^^Night, 


Enter Soto, mtk a Ladder, 


Soto. Can any living man, unless a lascal 
That neither knows himself, nor a fashion'd gen^ 
tleman, 


* Burmoothes^ i. e* Bermudas •— t)T Warburton remarks, that 
Smith, ID his account of these island**, p. 172, says, that the But- 
mudas were so fearful to the worlds that many talful them, 1 he 
Isle ot Devils.—P. I74-, — to all seamen no less tttnble than an tn^ 
chanftd dtn of furies. And no wonder, for the clime was extremely 
subject to storms and hurricanes; and the island** were surrounded 
with scattered rocks, lying shallowly hid under the surface ot the 
water.’* 

The opinion that Bermudas was haunted with evil spirits con¬ 
tinued ‘0 lite as the civil wars. In a little piece ot Sir John Berk- 
inhead’s, iniitled. Two Centuries of FauVs Chureh-yard, una^ cum 
tndice expurgatonot Sec, 12°, in page 62, under the title of Cases 
of Comaencet is tins, 

34. ** Whether Bermudas and the parliament-house lie under 
one planet, seeing both are haunted with devils ^'*~^Percy, 

See Ml Douce’s very ingenious Illustrations of Shakspeare, 
vol. I. p, 6.—The allusion m the text will not be perfectly under¬ 
stood without lecollecting that an egg shell was a ta\ouiite vehicle 
for the transportation of witches through the air. 



286 WOMEN PLEASED. [Act I. 

Take me for a worse man than my master now ? 

I am naturally proud in these clothes: But if pride 
now 

Should catch a fall in what I am attempting! 

’Xis but a ptovetb sound) and a neck broken, 
Thats the worst can come onT; a gentleman's 
gone then, 

A gentleman o’ th* first house,* there’s the end on’t! 
]V!y master lies most pitifully complaining, 
Wringing and kicking up to th’cars in love yonder, 
And such a lamentable noise he keeps, it kills me: 
I have got his clothes, and if 1 can get to her, 

By hook or crook here,^ such a song I’ll sing her— 
1 think I shall be hang’d but that’s no matter! 

* A gentleman o’ tU* fint house.] Is one who is descended of the 
eldest branch of a family, and is thus entitled to beat the family 
coat unvaried. See vol. V. p, S50, and Reed's Shakspi arc, IV. 
42o. 


3 By hook or crook here,] Mr Warton observes, (Observations 
on Sf/ensei, >ol. II.) that the proverb of getting any thing by hookc 
or by Cl ooAe, was supposed to have arisen in the time of Charles I., 
when there ucre two learned judges, named Hooke and Crooke, 
and a difficult cause was to be gotten either by Hooke or bj C; oolu . 
Ihis notion be shews to bt groundless, and that the form was not 
then invented as a proverb, but applied as a pun. lie!», however, 
mistaken in imagining there was any judge of that time of the name 
of Hooke In Hudibras, part in. c. ii. arc the following lines: 

** These* are the courses that we took 

To carrj things by Hook oi Crook ,”—Line p3d. 

which, Dr Gray says, ulludes to the judgment of Judg<* Ciook and 
who di-<ventcd from their brethien in the deteimination of 
the cause about •^hip^money, and occasioned the wags to say 'hat 
the king can t< d it uy Hoi tf, ^ut not by Ctook The phrase, how¬ 
ever, is certainly (as Mr Wat ton proves) of higher antiquity than 
the time of I., as may appeal by scveial passages in our 

ancient writersJIVn Lodge's ** Wit's Mi>crie and the Worlds Mad- 
ncssc," 1 506, p. 7t ** matchetb not according to. his bSrth, but 
t*ie 11 crease of his fortune And by kook or crook so stiureih in 
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What's a banging among friends ? I am valian t now 
As an elephant. 1 have considered what 
To say too. Let me see now! this is the place; 
Tis plaguy high! Stay; at that lower window 
Let me aim finely now, like a good gunner, 

It may prove but a whipping. 

Enter Silvio. 

SiL I saw somebody 

Pass by me now, and, though ’twere dark, me- 
thought yet 

I knew the clothes.—Ha! let me not be cozen’d! 
The ladder too, ready to fling it ? Monstrous 1 
Tis he, ’tis Claudio I most voluptuous villain, 
Scandal to woman’s credit! Love, 1 forget thee-— 

[Draws a pistoL 

Soto. What will he do, i’ th’ name of Heaven ? 
What’s that there ? 

SiL And all the friendship that 1 bore thee, bury 
here- 

Soto. What has he in’s hand? 1 hope but a 
cudgel. 

Sil. Thy faults forgive, oh, Heaven! Farewell, 
thou traitor! [Fires. 

Soto. 1 am slain, I am slain! [Falls. 

Sil. He’s down, and dead, dead certain, 

(It was too rash, too full of spleen) stark dead: 
This is no place now to repent in ; only, 

’Would I had given this hand that shot the pistol 

the world, that not only he attaineth preheminence in the city, but 
06 nie place in court.**—Again, in the Life of Jasper Colignic, B. L. 

Therefore, having alwayes this saying m his mouth, what tkhdis 
it whither a man use maniinesite or wyhncsse against his enemie f 
fan determined to go intoo his camp as a rcvolter, and to hunt for 
opportumtie to i^ccomplish his device by /woh or bi/ crooke.*' 

Reed, 
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I had miss'd thee, and thou wert once more Clau¬ 
dio I [Exit, 


Enter Claudio, 

Clau. Why should I love thus foolishly? thus 
desperately ? 

And give away my heart where no hope's left me ? 
Why should not the true counsel of a friend re¬ 
strain me ? 

The devil’s mouth I run into, affright me? 

The honour of the lady, charm my wildness ? 

I have no power, no being o( myself, 

"No icason strong enough now left within me 
To bind my will. Oil, Low, thou god, or devil, 

Or what thou art, that plays the tyiant in me- 

Soto. Oh ! 

Ciau, AVhat’s that cry ^ 

Soto. A suigeon, a suigeon, 

Twenty good surgeons! 

Clem. ’Tis not far from me ; 

Some murder, o’ my life ! 

Soto. Will you let me die here ? 

No drink come, nor no surgeon ? 

Clan, ’Tis my man, sure, 

Ilis voice, and here he lies.—How is it with thee ? 
Soto I am slain, sir, 1 am slain. 

Clau. Slain ? Who has slain thee? 

Soto. Kill’d, kill’d, out-right kill’d ! 

Clau. Where’s thy hurt ? 

Soto 1 k^w not; 

But I am bitle I am kill’d. 

Clau. Canst thou sit up. 

That I may find the hurt out ? 

Soto. 1 can sit up; 

But, ne’ertheless, 1 am slain. 
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Clau. Tis not o' this side ? 

Soto, No, sir, I think it be not. 

Claa, Nor o’ this side. 

Was it done with a sword ? 

Soto, A gun, a gun, sweet master. 
etdu. The devil a bullet has been here ,* thou 
art well, man. 

Soto. No, sure, 1 am kill'd. 

(laii. Let me hcc thy tliighs and belly : 

As whole as a fish, foi un^ thing I see yet 
iijou blccd'st no where. 

Soto, 1 think 1 do not bleed, sir, 

Jhit }et, 1 am afiaid I am slain. 

(7ou, Stand u|>, fool » 

Thou bast as much hint as my nail. Who shot 
thee ^ 

A pottle, or a pint ? 

Soto, Signor SiImo sjjol me. 

Ill these elothes, taking me for you, and seeing 
The ladder in iny hand here, which 1 stole i'loin 
you. 

Thinking to have gone to the lady myself, and 
have spoke for you. 

C/ou. If he had hit you home, he had seivcd 
you right, sirrah, 

You saucy logue!—Ilow poor my intent shews 
to me, 

Ilow naked now, and foolish! 

Soto. Are you sine he has not hit me ? 

It gave a monstious hriunce. 

C/aM, You lose o’ your right side, 

And said your prayeis too, you had been paid else; 
But what need’st thou a bullet, when thy fear kills 
thee r 

Sirrah, keep your own counsel for all this; you’ll 
be bang’d else, 

If it be known. 

VOL. IX. 


T 
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Soio, If it be by my means, let me; 

I am glad I am not kill’d, and far more gladder 
My gentlemaii-like humour’s out; I feel *tis dan¬ 
gerous, 

And to be a gentleman is to be kill’d twice a-week. 
Clau. Keep yourself close i’ th’ country for a 
while, sirrah ! 

There’s money : Walk to your friends. 

Soto, They have no pistols, 

Nor are no gentlemen, that is my comfort. [Exit, 
Clau. I will retire too, and live private (for this 
Silvio, 

Inflamed with nobleness, will be niy death else;) 
And, if I can, forget this love that loads me, 

At least the danger.—And, now I think on’t better, 
I have some conclusions else invite me to it. 

[Exit, 


ACT II. SCENE I 


Before the Citadel, 


Enter Rodofe and Silvio, at several Doors, 

Rod, Nephew! 

Sil, My dear aunt! 

Rod, Would you go by thus slily, 

And never see me ? not once send in to me, 
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Your loying aunt she that, above all those 
1 call my kindred, honour’d you, and placed you 
Nearest my heart? 

Sii. 1 thank you, worthy aunt ; 

But such at this time are my occasions—— 

You shall not go yet; by my faith, you 
shall not! 

I will not be denied. Why look you sad, nephew? 
Si/, 1 am seldom other.—Oh, this blood sits 

I_ 

• 

As I walk’d this way late last night, 

In meditation of some things concern’d me*~— 
Jiocf. What, nephew ? 

SiL Why, methought I heard a piece, lady, 

A piece shot off, much about this place too, 

(But could not judge the cause, nor what it boded) 
Under the castle-wall. 

Rod. We heard it too; 

And the watch pursued it presently, but found 
nothing. 

Not any track. 

SiL I am right glad to hear it !— 

The ruffians surely that command the night 

\jiside. 

Have found him, stript him, and into the river 
Convey’d the body. 

Rod. You look still sadder, nephew. 

Is any thing within these walls to comfort you ? 
Speak, and be master of it. 

*SV/. .You’re a i ight courtier; 

A great professor, but a poor performer. 

Rod. Do you doubt my faith ? You never found 
me that way, 

(I dare well speak it boldly) but a true friend. 



* Your loving niece ?] The first folio, and in the next speech— 
“ worthy cotwfil." The text, in both instances, is irom the second. 



S92 


WOMEN PLEASED. [Act IL 


Sil. Continue then. 

Hod, Try me, and see who falters. 

SiL I will, and presently : ’Tis in your power 
To make me the most bound man to your courtesy. 

Rod, Let me know how, and if I fail- 

SiL *Tis thus then : 

Get me access to the Lady Belvidere, 

But for a minute, but to see her ; your husband 
now 

Is safe at court; I left him full employ’d there. 
Rod. You have ask’d the thing without my power 
to grant you, 

The law lies on the danger : If I loved you not, 

I would bid you go, and there be found, and die 
for’t. 

Sil. I knew vour love, and where there shew’d 
a danger 

How far yon durst step for me! Give me a true 
friend, 

That, where occasion is to do a benefit. 

Aims the end, and not the mbs before it. 

1 was a fool to ask you this ! a more fool 
To think a woman had so much noble nature 
To entertain a secret of this burthen : 

You had best to tell the duchess 1 persuaded you, 
That’s a fine course, and one will win }on credit; 
Foigct the name of cousin, blot my blood out. 
And, so you raise yourself, let me grow shorter * 
A woman-friend ? He that believes that weakness, 
Steers in a stormy night without a compass. 

Rod. What is’t I durst not do might not im¬ 
peach you ? 

Sil. Why, this you dare not do, you dare not 
think of! 

Rod. ’Tis a main hazard. 

Sil If it were not so, 

I would not come to you to seek a,favour. 
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Rod. You will lose voiirself. 

SiL The loss ends with myself then. 

Rod. You will but see her? 

Sil. Only look upon her. 

Rod. Not stay ^ 

Sil. Prc'^cribe your time. 

Rod. Not tidfiic with her. 

In any close dishonouiable actions ^ 

Sd. Stand you yourself by. 

Rod. I will venture for you: 

Because you shall be suie I am a touch’d fiiend, 
I’ll bring her to you. Come, walk; you know the 
garden, 

And take this key to open the little postern; 
There stand no guards. 

Sd, I shall soon find it, aunt [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


At the Gate qf the Citadel 

Enter txvo Soldiersm 

1 Sold. Is the captain come home ^ 

2 Sold, No; who commands the guard to-night ^ 

1 Sold. I think Petruchio. 

2 Sold, What’s the word ? 

1 Sold. None knows yet. 

S Sold, I would this lady were mariied out o* 
th’ way once, 

Or out of our custodies ! I wish they would tal e 
in more companies, 
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For I am sure we feel her in our duties shrewdly. 

1 Sold, ’Tis not her fault, I Warrant you; she*8 

ready for’t ; 

And that’s the plague; when they grow ripe for 
•marriage, 

They must be slipt like hawks.* 

2 Sold. Give me a mean wench! 

No state-doubt lies on her, she is always ready. 

1 Sold. Come to the guard; *tis late, and sure 

the captain 
Cannot be long away. 

2 Sold. I have watch’d these three nights ; 
To-morrow they may keep me tame for nothing. 


SCENE III. 


The Garden of the same. 


Enter Silvio ; then Belvidere, and Rodope 

with a Light. 

Stl. This is the place, I think. What light i‘". 
that there ? 

The lady and my cousin ! 

BeU Is this the garden } 

Rod. Yes, madam. 

s- when they gr<m ripe for marriage^ 

They must be slipt like hawks.] Hawks, as dogs at this day, 
were confined by a slip-knot, which was loosened upon die ap¬ 
pearance of any prey. 


6 
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Sil. Oh, my blessed mistress, 

Saint of my soul! 

BeL Speak softly!—Take me to you ! 

Oh, Silvio, 1 am thine, thine ever, Silvio ! 

[Thetf embrace. 

Rod. Is this your promise, sir?—Lady, your ho¬ 
nour * , 

I am undone if this be seen, disgraced, 

Fallen under all discredit! 

BeL Do you love still ? 

Dear, do you keep your old faith? 

4^/7. Ever, lady; 

And, when that fails me, all that’s good forsake me! 
Rod. Do not you shame ?—Madam, I must not 
suffer this, 

I will not suffer it! Men call you virtuous : 

What do you mean, to lose yourself thus ' —Silvio, 
I charge thee get away, charge you retire you; 
ril call the watch else. 

Sil. Call all the world to see us! 

We live in one another’s happiness, 

And so will die. 

BeL Here will I hang for ever ! 

Rod. As you respect me, as hereafter, madam, 
You would enjoy his love—Nothing prevail with 
you? 

I’ll try my strength then: Get thee gone, thou 
villain, [Struggles xvith him. 

Thou promise-breaker! 

Sit. I am tied; 1 cannot. 

Rod. I’ll ring the bell then ! 

Sit. Ring it to death, 1 am fix’d here. 
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Entet Bartello, and iwo Soldkrs with Lights. 

( 

Bart. I saw a light over the garden wall,® 
Hard by the ladies’ chamber: Here’s some kna¬ 
very ! 

As I live, I saw it twice. 

Rod. The guard, the guard there ! 

I must not suffer this, it is too mischievous. 

Bart. Light up the torch ! I fear’d this. Ha ! 
young Silvio ? 

How got he in ? 

1 Sold. The devil brought him in sure; 

He came not by us. 

Bari. My wife between ’em bustling? 

Guard, pull him off! 

Rod. Now, now, ye feel the misery. 

Bart. You, madain^ at an hour so far undecent: 
Death o’ my soul! This is a foul fault in you! 
Your mother’s care abused too!—Lights to her 
chamber — 

I am sorry to see this. 

Bel. Farewell, my Silvio, 

And let no danger sink thee ! 

Sll. Nor death, lady. 

[Exeunt Belvidere and Rodope. 
Bart. Are you so hot ? 1 shall prepare you phy¬ 
sic 

Will purge you finely, neatly; you are too fiery: 
Think of your prayers, sir, an you have not forgot 
’em! 


^ Over the garden walk.] Air Seward thinks with me, that it 
might be better read, garrfe« w 

’ Light’s to her chamber.] So the former editioiis.-*-£d. J778. 
As BarUllo does nut accompany Belvidere to her chamber, the 
propriety of the variation becomes self-evident. 
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Can you fly i’ th* air, or creep you in at key-holes ? 

I have a gin will catch you, though you con- 
juiecl.— 

Take him to guard to-night, to strong and sure 
guard; 

ril back to th’ duchess presently.—No less sport 
serve you> 

Than th’ heir to a dukedom ? Play at push-pin 
there, sir? 

ft was well aim’d; but, plague upon’t, you shot 
short, 

And that will lose your game. 

SiL I know the loss then. [Ed'cutU. 


SCENE rv. 


A Sli'cet. 


Enter Claudio, like a Merchant* 

Clan. Now, in this habit, may I safely sec 
IIpw my incensed fiieiid carries my murder; 
Who little I imagined had been wrought 
To such a height of rage: And much 1 grieve now 
Mine own blind paasion had so master'd me 
I could not see his love; for sure he loves her, 
And on a nobler ground than I*pretended. 

It must he so, it is so*— 

Enter Penurio, 

What, Pcnuiio, 

3 
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My sliotten friend,* what wind blew you ? 

Pen* Taith, *tis true, 

An> strong wind will blow me like a feather ; 

1 am all air, nothing of earth within me, 

Nor have not had this month, but that good din¬ 
ner 

Your worship gave me yesterday ; that stays by me, 
And gives me ballast, else the sun would draw me. 
C/aic. But does my mistress speak still of me? 
Pen, Yes, sir, 

And in her sleep, that makes my master mad too, 
And turn and fart for anger. 

C/m. Alt sure she saw me? 

Pen. She saw you at a window. 

C/m. *Tis most true, 

In such a place 1 saw a gentlewoman, 

A young, sweet, handsome woman- 

Pen. That’s she, that’s she, sir. 

C/m. And well she view’d me: I view’d her— 
Pen. Still she, sir. 

C/an. At last she blush’d, and then look’d off. 
Pen. That blush, sir. 

If you can read it truly- 

C/au. But didst thou tell her, 

Or didst thou fool me thou knew’st such a one ^ 
Pen. I told her, and I told her such a sweet 
tale— 

C/an. But did she hear thee ? 

Pe?i. With a thousand ears, sir, 

And swallow’d what 1 said as greedily 
As great-bellied women do cherries, stones and 
all, sir. 

C/au, Methinks she should not love thy master? 


* JHy shotlcn /riejid.] That i'', lean. Herrings are said to be 
shotten ^^hen they have ejected their spa\\n ; at which time thrv 
are \eiy lean. 
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Pen. Hang him, pilcher! 

There’s nothing loves him; his own cat cannot 
endure him. 

She had better lie with a bear; for he’s so hairy, 
That a tame warren ot' fleas frisk round about him. 
Clau. And wilt thou woik still ? 

Pen. Like a miner for you. 

Ciau. And get access ? 

Pen. Or conjure you together ; 

’Tis her desire to meet: She is poison’d with him. 
And, till she take a sweet fresh aii—that’s you, 
sir— 

Ciau. Tliere’s money for thee; thou art a pre¬ 
cious vailet! 

Be fat, be fat, and blow thy master backward. 
Pen. Blow you my mistress, sir, as flat as a 
flounder, 

Then blow her up again, as butchers blow their 
veals : 

If &iie die upon the saine. 

Bury her, bury her, in God's name! 

Ciau. Thou art a merry knave! By this hand, 
I’ll feed thee, 

Till thou crack’st at both ends, if thou darest do 
this ! 

Thou shalt eat no fantastical porridge, 

Nor lick the dish where oil was yesterday. 

Dust, and dead flies to-day; capons, fat capons— 
Pen. Oh, hearty sound! 

Ciau. Cramm’d full of itching oysters- 

Pen. Will you have the duchess ? 

Ciau. And lobsters big as gauntlets; 

Thou shalt despise base beef- 

Pen. I do despise it! 

And now, inethinks, 1 feel a tart come sliding— 
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Clau. Leaping into thy mouth; but first deal 
faithfully. 

Pen. When will you come? 

Clau. To-morrow. 

Pen. ril attend you ; 

For then iiiy master will be out in business. 

Clan. What news abroad ? 

Pen. ’Mass, as I was coming to you, 

I heard that Signor Silvio, a good gentleman, 

(Many a good meal I have eaten with him)- 

Clau. What of him ^ 

Pen. Was this-day to be arraign’d before the 
duchess; 

But why, I could not hear. 

Clau. Silvio airaign’d ?— 

Go, get you gone, and think of me. 

Pen. I fly, sir. [Ejuit. 

Clau. Arraign’d ? for what ? for my supposed 
death ^ No, 

That cannot be, sure; there’s no rumour of it. 

Be it what it will, I will be there and see it, 

And, if my help will biing him off, he has it 

[Exit. 
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SCENE V. 


jIn Apartment in the Palace, 


Enter Duchess^ Lords, Silvio (j)risoncr,) Belvi- 
t)i iiE, Bartello, Uodope, Clerk, Counsellors, 
and Attendants, 

Duch, Head the edict last made; keep silence, 
there! 

Clerk. [Rcading.1 “ If any man, of what con¬ 
dition soever, and a subject, after tlie publishing 
of this edict, shall, without special licence from 
the Great Duchess, attempt or buy,^' ofter, or 
make an attempt to solicit, the love of the Prin¬ 
cess Belvidere, the person so oflending shall for¬ 
feit his life.” 

Conn, The reason why—My royal mistress here,* 


* Attempt nr buy, offeror make an attempt.) I'his nonsensical 
place has been thus printed and pointed ever since the \e.ir 1017. 
Now, though foiins ot law are big viilh s^non^inas, ^ct 1 iinuginc 
it IS seld<'m lound they aie brought to bed oi nonsense. 1 sup¬ 
pose, for the r redit of our author'*, that this edict niight have been 
once wrote thus.—“* withoui special license from the Gteat Du¬ 
chess attained, liy, offer, or make an attempt,” &c,— Sjmpson, 

1 believe Synipson is right; but as the text ir.uy be .in inadver¬ 
tency of the poet, not correct^ imitating the phraso ot l.iw, 1 have 
suffered the text to stand. 

* The reason tohy my toyaf mistress here."] The pointing in tli»‘ 
text is a proposal ol Mason, and there Cdii be no le.ison todisputf' 
its propriety, as the Counsellor, afiei the reading oi the edict, pro- 
cecd'> to state the reasons why it nai> issued. 
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In her last treaty with Sienna’s duke, 

Promised her beauteous daughter there in mar¬ 
riage ; 

The Duke of Milan, rival in this fortune,* 
Unnobly sought l)y piactice to betray her; 
Which found, and cross’d, the citadel received her. 
There to secure her mothers word ; the last cause. 
So many gentlemen of late enamour’d 
On this most beauteous princess, and not brook¬ 
ing 

One more than other, to deserve a favour, 

Blood has been spilt, many brave spirits lost, 

And more, unless she had been kept close from 
their violence. 

Had like to have follow’d : Therefore, forduepie- 
vention 

Of all such hazards and unnoble actions. 

This last edict was publish’d ; which thou, Silvio, 
Like a false man, a bad man, and a traitor. 

Hast vent a pieces, and contemn’d; for which 
cause 

Thou sland’st a guilty man here now. 

Enter Claudio. 

Clerk, Speak, Silvio ! 

What canst thou say to avoid the hand of justice r 
Sil. Nothing, but I confess, submit, and lay my 
head to't. 

Bel. Have ye no eyes, my lords, no understand¬ 
ings ? 

The gentleman will cast himself away, 

* Rivaf in this fottune,’} The sense seems to demand AiV, i. e. 
Sienna’s fortune.— 

We think, is genuine ; and the whole line ngnfiies that the 
Duke of Milan wds Sieniu’s rival in Bclvidere, tnis fortune. 
The next line confirms this expUnation.—£d. X77S* 
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Cast himself wilfully! Are you, or you, guilty ? 
No more is be, no more taint sticks upon him: 

I drew him thither, ’twas my way betray’d him; 
I got the entrance kept, I entertain’d him, 

I hid the danger from him, forced him to me : 
Poor gentle soul, he’s in no part transgressing: 

I wrote unto him- 

iSi7. Do not wrong that honour, 

Cast not upon that pureness these aspersions! 

By Heaven, it was my love, my violence; 

My life must answer it: I broke in to her. 

Tempted the law, solicited unjustly- 

J5e/. As there is truth in Heaven, I was the first 
cause ! 

How could this man have come to me, left naked,^ 
AVithout my counsel and provision ? 

What hour could he find out to pass the watches, 
But I must make it suie hist - Reverend judges, 
Be not abused, nor let an innocent life lie 
Upon your shaking conscience ! I did it; 

My love the main wheel that set him a-going; 
His motion but compell’d. 

aSV/. Can ye believe this. 

And know with what a modesty and whiteness 
Her life was ever rank’d? Can ye believe this. 
And see me here before ye, young and wilful ? 
Apt to what danger Love dares thrust me on, 
And, where Law stops my way, apt to contemn it? 
If 1 were bashful, old, or dull, and sleepy 
In love’s alarms, a woman might awake me, 
Direct, and clew me out the w ay to happiness; 

3 Come to mcj left naKed,'\ Sympson suspects we sliould read, 
LESS naked, —Ed. 1778. 

No ameDdincnt is wanting; and that proposed bj Sympson, the 
reading Use naked, is rather judicious. I do not sec how his being 
naked could assist him in the attempt, hejt naked, means Jictt 
destitute of assistance.— 
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Butf, like fire, kindled with that bright beauty, 
Catch hold of all occasions, and run through ’em. 
Bel. I charge ye, as your honest souls will .an¬ 
swer it— 

SiL I charge ye, as 3^0 are the friends to Virtue, 

That has no pattern living but this lad)"- 

Bel. Let not his blood- 

6/7. Let not her wilfulness 

(For then you act a scene hell will lejoice at)- 

Bel. He’s clear. 

6/7. She is as white in this as infiints. 

Clan. The god of love protect 3 "our cause, and 
help ^c! 

Two nobler pieces of affection 
These eyes ne’er look’d on ; if sucli goodness 
perish, 

Let never true hearts meet again, but break! 

[Ei'it. 

1 Lord. A strange example of strong^ love, a 
rare one 1 

12 Lord. Madam, we know not what to say, to 
think on. 

Buch. I must confess it stiikcs me tender too, 
Searches my mother’s hear t. Vuu found ’em there ? 
Bar^t. Yes, certain, madam. 

Buck. And so link’d together } 

Bart. As they had been one piece of alabastei. 
Buth. Nothing dishonourable ? 

6 '//. So let my soul have happiness, 

As that thought 3 "Ct durst never seek this bosom ! 
Bueh. What shall I dor He has broke my law, 
abused me; 

Fain would Iknow the truth:—Either confess it, 
And let me understand the main offender. 

Or both shall feel the torture. 

6 '//. Arc you a mother. 

The mother of so sweet a rose as this is, 
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So pure a flower, and dare you lose that nature ? 
Dare you take to yourself so great a wickedness, 
(Oh, holy Heaven!) of thinking what may ruin 
This goodly building? this temple, where the gods 
dwell ? 

Give me a thousand tortures,—I deserve *em, 

And shew me death in all the shapes imagined— 
Bel, No death but I will answer it, meet it, 
seek it; ' 

No torture but I’ll laugh upon’t, and kiss it. 

1 J,ord. This is no way. 

J2 Lord. They say no more, for certain, 

Than their strong hearts will suffer. 

Diich, I have bethought me: 

No, loids, although I have a child offending. 
Nature dares not forget she is a child still: 

Till now, 1 never look’d on love imperious.— 

I have bethought me of a way to break you, 

To separate, though not your loves, your bodies . 
Silvio, attend ! I’ll be your judge myself now. 

The sentence of your death (because my daughtci 
Will bear an equal part in your afflictions) 

1 take away, and pardon : This lemains then. 

An 'easy and a gentle punishment, 

And this shall be fulfill’d: Because unnobly 
You have sought the love and mairiagc of a pi in- 
cess. 

The absolute and sole heirof this dukedom, 

By that means, as we must imagine strongly. 

To plant yourself into this rule hereafter. 

We here pionounce you a man banish’d from us. 
SiL For ever banish’d, lady ? 

Buck. Yet more mercy 1 
But for a year, and then again in this place 
To make your full appearance. Yet more pity ’ 

If m that time you can absolve a question, 

VOL* IX. u 
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Writ "down within this scroll, absolve it rightly, 
This lady is your wife, and shall live with you; 

If not, you lose your head. [Gives him a paper, 
Sil. 1 tak^ this honour, 

And humbly kiss these royal hands. 

Duck, Receive it.— • 

Bartel lo, to your old guard take the princess. 
And so, the court break up ! 

Sil. Farewell to all, 

And to that spotless heart my endless service! 

[Exit. 

1 Lord. What will this prove ? 

2 Lord. 1*11 tell you a year hence, sir. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


d Room in the House q/" Lopez, 


Enier Penurio, Isabella, aftd Claudio. 

Pen. Are you pleas’d now ? Have I not wrough' 
this wonder ? 

Non e henJailOf signor? 

Clati. Rarely, Penurio. 

Pen. Close, close then, and work, wax ! 

CUtu. I studying for thee 
A dinner, that shall victual thee for ten year. 

Pen. Do you hear, mistress ? 

You know what a dunder-whelp my master is, 

(I need not preach to you) how unfit and wanting 
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To give a woman satisfaction ; how 

He Uinks and snores; a bull’s a better bedfellow; 

And, for his love, never let that deceive you. 

Isab. Nay, sure he loves me not. 

Pen. ll‘ he could coin you, 

Or turn you into metal, much might be then; 

He loves hot any thing but what is traffic; 

1 have heard him swear he would sell you to the 
grand signor. 

Isah. The Turk ? 

Pen, The very Turk, and how they would use 
you- 

Isah, ni fit him for’t: The Turk? 

Pen, I know the price too: 

Now you have time to pay him, pay him home, 
mistress, 

Pay him o’ tlf pate, clout him for all his courte¬ 
sies : 

Here’s one that dances in your eyes, young, deli¬ 
cate. 

To work this vengeance; if you let it slip now, 
riieie is no pitying of you. Od’s precious, mis¬ 
tress, 

Were I his wife, I would so maul his mazard^— 
Tis charity, mere charity, pure charity ! ’ 

Are you the first ? Has it not been from Eve’s time, 
Women would have their safe revenges this way ? 
And good and gracious women, excellent women ? 
Is’t not a handsome gentleman, a sweet gentle¬ 
man ? 

View him from head to foot, a complete gentle¬ 
man ? 

When can you hope the like again ? I leave you. 
And my revenge too, with you; I know my office; 

* Mazard.J OriginaUy a cup. but the word vvas frequently 
used for the head. 
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ril not be far off. Be not long a-fumbling! 
When danger shall appear, 1*11 give the ’larm. 

[Ejcit, 

Isab, You are welcome, sir! and ’would it were 
my fortune 

To afford a gentleman of your fair seeming 
A freer entertainment than this house has : 

You partly know, sir- 

C/au. Know, and pity, lady, 

Such sweetness in the bud should be so blasted : 
Dare you make me your servant ? 

Isab, Dare you make, sir. 

That service worthy of a woman’s favour 
By constancy and goodness ? 

Ciau. Here I swear to you, ' 

By the unvalued love I bear this beauty, 

(And kiss the book too) never to be recreant; 

To honour you, to truly love and serve you. 

My youth to wait upon you, what my wealth has— 
Isab, Oh, make me not so poor to sell affection ’ 
Those bought loves, sir, wear faster than the mo¬ 
nies.— 


A handsome gentleman! [Apart. 

Claud, A most delicate sweet one! ^— 

Let my truth purchase then ! 

Isab, I should first try it; 

But you may happily- 

Clau, You shall not doubt me— 

I hope she loves me.—When I prove false, shame 
take me 1 

Will you believe a little ? 

Isab, 1 fear, too much, sir. 


^ A most delicate snect one.] These words have hitherto been 
giv^n to Claudio.*—£(]. 1778. ' 

1 do not see why they should not be given to Claudio. The 
e\clamation is much more suitable for a lover addressing his mis> 
tress, than from a lady to her gallant. 

1)2 
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Clau, And will yon love a little ? 
hah. That should be your part. 

Clau, Thus I begin then^ thus and thus. 

[Kisses her 

Isab. A good beginning, 

We have a proverb says, makes a good ending. 
Chu. Say you so ? *tis well inferr*d. 

Isab, Good sir, your patience ! 

Methmks I have ventuied now, like a weak baik, 
Upon a broken billow, that will swallow me, 
Upon a rough sea of suspicions. 

Stuck round with jealous rocks. 

Fen, [Within.'] A-hein, a-hem there I 
hab. This is my man ! my fears too soon have 
found me. 

Enter Plnurio. 

Now, what’s the news ^ 

Pen A pox of yond old rigel,^ 

The captain, the old captain! 

Isab. What old captain^ 

Pen, Captain Couiageous yondet, of the castle. 
Captain, Don Diego, old Bartello. 

Isab. Where is he ? 

Pen. He’s coming in : 

’Twould vex the devil that such an old potgun as 
this. 

That can make no sport, should hinder them that 
can <io’t. 

Isab, £ would not have him see the gentleman 
For all the world; my credit were undone then. 
Pen, Shall 1 ding a piss-pot on’s head as he 
comes in, 

And take him into th’ kitchen, there to dry him ? 


. ^ Rtgtl ] A ligelf or ri^hng, is » XfttU balf castrated. 



31 b WOMEN PLEASED. [Act IL 

Isab, That will not do. And he’s so humorous 
too, 

He will come in. 

CJau, What is he ? 

Isab, One much troubles me. 

Pen, And can do nothing, cannot eat. 

Isab, Your sight now, 

Out of a? drivelling dotage he bears to me. 

May make him tell my husband, and undo me. 
Clau, What would you have me do } 

Isab, But for a while, sir. 

Step here behind this hanging; presently 

ril answer him, and then- 

Clau, I will obey you. 

[Retires behind the arras. 
Enter Bartlilo. 

Bart. Where’s my rich jeweller ? I have stones 
to set. 

Pen, He is abroad, and sure, sir. 

Part, There's for your service !— 

. [Gives him money. Exit Penukio. 

Where’s the fair lady ? All alone, sweet beauty ? 
Isab, She’s never much n alone, sir, that’s ac* 
quainted 

With such* companions as good honest thoughts 
are. 

Bart, ril sit down by thee, and I’ll kiss , thy 
hand too. 

And in thine ear swear, by my life, 1 love thee. 
Isab, You are a merry captain. 

Bart. And a mad one, lady. 

By th’mass, thou hast goodly eyes, excellent eyes, 
w'endh! • 

Ye twinkling rogues I look what .thy captain 
brings thee! 


6 
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Thou must needs love me, love me heartily,, 

Hug me, and love me, hug me close. 

Jsab. Fy, captain I 

Bart. Nay, 1 have strength, and I can strain 
you, sirrah, 

And vault into my seat as nimbly, little one, 

As any of your amooth-chinn’d boys in Florence. 
1 must needs commit a little folly with yf|i; 

I’ll not be long; a bridling cast,’ and away, wench I 
The hob-nail thy husband’s as fitly out o* th’ way 
now— 

Is^b. Do you think he keeps a bawdy-house ? 
Bart. That’s all one. 

Isah. Or did you e’er see that lightness in my 
' carriage, 

That you might promise to yourself- 

Bari. Away, fool! 

good turn’s a good turn; I’m an honest fellow. 
Bab. You have a handsome wife, a virtuous 
gentlewoman- 

Bart. They ate not for this time o’ th’ year. 
Lab. A lady, 

That ever bore that great respect to you, 

That noble constancy- 

Bart. That’s more than I know. 

Enter Maid and Penorio. 

]\ldid. Oh, mistress, you’re undone! my mas¬ 
ter’s coming. 

Ben. Coming hard by here. , 

Bart. Plague consume the'rascal 1 
Shall 1 make petty-patties of him ? 

* 

^ A bridUng cast."] This is a phrase from drinking.—See vol. 
II. p. 177. 
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Isab,' Now what love, sir ? 

Fear of your coming made him jealous first; 
Your finding here will make him mad and despe¬ 
rate ; 

And what in that wild mood he will execute- 

Bart» I can think of nothing; I have no wit 
left me; 

Certaimmy head’s a mustard-pot! • 

Jsab. I have thought, sir; 

And, if you please to put in execution 

What 1 conceive-^ 

Bart, ril do it; tell it quickly. 

Isab, Draw your sword quickly, and go down 
enraged, 

As if you had pursued some foe up hither, 

• And grumble to yourself extremely, terribly, 

But not a word to him ; and so pass by him. 

Bart. I’ll do it perfectly. 

Bnter Lopez. 

Isab. Stand you still, good sir. 

Bart, Hascal, slave, villain! take a house so 
poorly, 

After thou hast wrong’d a gentleman, a soldier ? 
Base poltroon boy! you will forsake your nest, 
si I rah ? 

Lopez. The matter, good sweet captain ? 

Bart, llun-away rogue! 

And take a house to coyer thy base cowardice } 
I’ll whip you, I’ll so scourge you- [EMU 


* .— I have no wit left me * 

Certain my head's a mubtard*pot.] So in tlie second part of 
lieniy IV. act ii. sc. iv. FaUtaff says, in an^er to Doll Tearsbeet's 
nbseivation that Poins had a good wit, ** He a good wit ? hang 
him, baboon 1 his wit is as thick as Tewkesbury mustard ; there is 
no more conceit in him than is in a mallet."—-JRcnf. 
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Lopez. Mercy upon me, 

What’s all this matter, wife ^ 

Isab. Did you meet the madman ? • 

Lopez. I never saw the captain so provoked yet. 
Isab. Oh he’s a devil sure, a most bloody rfevil! 
He follow’d a young gentleman, his sword drawn, 
With such a fury—how I shake to think on’t! 
And foin’d, and slash’d at him, and swx)re he'd 
kill him; 

Drove him up hither, follow’d him still bloodily, 
And, if 1 had not hid him, sure had slain him. 

A merciless old man! [Claudio appears. 

Clau. Mo«t virtuous lady, 

Even as the giver of my life, I thank you 1 
Lopez. This fellow must not stay here, he’s too 
handsome.— 

He is gone, sir, and you may pass now with all 
security; 

I’ll be your guide myself, and such a way 
ril lead you, none shall cross, nor none shall 
know you.— 

The doors left open, sirrah ? I’ll starve you for 
this trick! 

I’ll make thee fast o’ Sundays : And for you, lady, 
I’ll have your lodgings farther off^ and closer ; 
ril have no street-lights to you !—Will you go, 
sir ? 

Clau, I thank you, sir!—The devil take this 
foitune '— 

Ajid, once more, all my service to your goodness! 

\Exeunt Loplz and Claudio. 
Pen. Now could I eat my very aims for mad¬ 
ness ! 


• Did you meet, &c.] This scene was aftei ward* introduced by 
Ravenscroft, into a contenipUble play written by him, which, how¬ 
ever, hath been acted Within these lew years, called The London 
Cuckolds.—liUrd. 



314 WOMEN PLEASED* [Act III. 

Cross’d in-the nick o’ th' matter ? Vengeance take 
it, 

And that old cavalier that spoil’d our cock-light! 
I’ll 1^ the next plot surer. 

Imb. I am glad, and sorry: 

Glad that I got so fairly off suspicion; 

Sorry, I lost my new-loved friend. 

Pat, Not lost, mistress; 

I’ll conjure once again to raise that spirit. 

In, and look soberly upon the matter ! 

V'e’ll ring him one peal more; and if that fall, 
The devil take the clippers, bells, and all! 

[Ea!eiint. 


ACT III. SCENE!. 


A Room in the Palace, 


Enter Duchess^ Lords^ and R^ope. 

Duch, Now, Rodope, how do you find my 
daughter ? 

Rod» Madam, I find her now what you would 
have her, 

What the state wishes her; I urged her fault to 
her. 

Open’d her eyes, and made her see the mischief 

She was running with a headlong will into; 
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Made her start at her folly, shake and tremble, 
At the mere memory of such an ignorance. 

She now contemns Ins love, hates his remembrance. 
Cannot endure to hear the name of Silvio; 

His person spits at- 

Duck. 1 am glad to hear this. 

Rod. And humbly now to yOur will, your care, 
madam. 

Bends her affections, bows her best obedience; 
Sienna's Duke with new eyes now she looks on. 
And with a princely love, fit for his person, 
Returns that happiness and joy he look'd for; 

The general good of both the neighbour dukedoms, 
Not any private end, or rash affection. 

She aims at now. Hearing the Duke ariived too, 
(To whom she owes all honour and all seivice) 
Mic charged me kneel thus at your grace’s feet. 
And not to rise without a geneial pardon. 

[^Kneels. 

Duck. She has it, and my love again, my old 
love; 

And with more tenderness I meet this penitence. 
Than if she ne’er had started fiom her honour. 

1 thank you, Rodope, am bound to thank you, 
And daily to remember this great service. 

This honest faithful service! Go in peace. 

And by this ring, deliver’d to Bartello, 

Let her enjoy our favour, and her liberty; 

And presently to this place, with all honour, 
bee her conducted. 

Rod. Your grace has made me happy. [Esif. 

, Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Sienna’s noble Duke craves his admittance 
Duch. Go, wait upon his grace!— 
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Enter Duke of Sienna^ with Attendants. 

Fair sir, you are welcome, 
Welcome to her ever admired your virtues ! 

And now, methinks, my court looks truly noble. 
You have taken too much pains, sir. 

Duke. Royal lady, 

To wait upon your grace is but my service. 

Duch, Keep that, sir, for the saint you have 
vow’d it to. 

Duke. I keep a life for her. Since your grace 
pleases 

To jump so happily into the matter, 

I come indeed to claim your royal promise, 

The beauteous Belvidere in marriage : 

I come to tender her my youth, my fortune, 

My everlasting love. • 

Duch. You are like to win, sir.— 

Enter Belvidere, Bart£llO|. Rodope, and At¬ 
tendants. 

All is forgot, forgiven too. No sadness, 

My good child! you have the same heart still here. 
The Duke of Sienna, child! Pray, use him nobly. 
Duke. An angel beauty ! 

BeL Your grace is fairly welcome ! 

And what in modesty a blushing maid may 
Wish to a gentleman of your great goodness— 
But wishes a|Ptoo poor a pay for princes. 

Duke. Yeunave made me richer than all states 
and titles! 

Oflc kiss of this white hand’s above all honours: 
My faith, dear lady, and my fruitful service, 

My duteous zeal- 
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JBel. Your grace is a great master. 

And speak too powerfully to be resisted. * 

Once more, you are welcome, sir ,* to me you are 
welcome, 

To her that honours you ! I could say more, sir; 
But in another’s tongue ’twere better spoken. 
Du/ce, As wise as fair! you have made your 
servant happy.— 

I never saw so rich a mine of sweetness! 

Ikich. Will your grace please, after your pain¬ 
ful journey. 

To take some rest ?—Are the Duke’s lodgings 
ready ? 

Lord. All, madam. 

Duch, Then wait upon his grace, all!—And to¬ 
morrow, sir, 

We’ll shew you in what high esteem we hold you: 
Till then, a fair repose ! 

Dukc\ JMy fairest service ! 

[E^veunf Duke and Attendants» 
Duch, You have so honour’d me, my dearest 
daughter. 

So truly pleased me in this entertainment, 

I mean your loving carriage to Sienna, 

That both for ever I forget all trespasses, 

And to secure you next of my full favour, 

Ask what you will within my power to grant you. 
Ask freely ; and if 1 forget my promise— 

Ask confidently! 

Bel, You are too royal to me; 

To me that have so foolishly transgress’d you,* 

So like a girl, so far forgot my virtue. 

Which now appears as base and ugly to me. 

As did his dream, that thought he was in Paradise, 

® Transgress*dym,'\ That is, transgressed jour commands. §ee 
vol. VI. p. 86, 
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Awaked and saw the devil. How was I wander’d ! 
With what eyes could I look upon that poor, that 
coarse thing, 

That wretched thing, call’d Silvio! that, now, 
despised thing ! 

And lose an object of that graceful sweetness, 
That god-like presence, as Sienna is! 

Dai kness and cheerful day had not such difference. 
But 1 must ever bless your care, your wisdom. 
That led me from this labyrinth of folly : • 

liow had I sunk else ! what example given! 
Duch. Pr’ythee, no more ; and as thou art my 
best one, 

Ask somethinir that may equal such a goodness ! 

Bel. Wily did you let him go so slightly from you. 
More like a man in triumph, than condemn’d ? 
Why did you make his penance but a question, 

A riddle, every idle wit unlocks ? 

Difch* ’Tis not so. 

Nor do not fear it so; he will not find it : 

I have given that (unless myself discover it) 

Will cost his head. 

Bel. ’Tis subject to construction ? 

Duch. That it is too. 

Bel. It may be then absolved, 

And then are we both scorn’d and laugh’d at, 
madam : 

Beside the promise you have tied upon it. 

Which you must never keep- 

Duch. I never mean it. 

£el. For Ij0ven sake, let me know it! ’tis my 
suitl^ you, 

The boon you would have me ask: Let me but 
see it, 

That, if there be a way to make’t so strong 
No wit nor powerful reason can run through it 
For my disgrace, I may beg of Heaven to grant it, • 
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,Duch, Fear not! it has been put to sharper 
judgments 

/i'han e*er he shall arrive at: My dear father, 
That was as fiery in his understanding 
And ready in his wit as any living. 

Had it two years, and studied it, yet lost it: 

This nightyoii are my bedfellow; there, daugjpter. 
Into your bosom 1*11 commit this secret, ^ 

And there we’ll both take counsel. 

Bei: I shall find 

,Somc trick, I hope, too strong yet for his mind. 

. . [Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 


A Street. 


Enter Penurio. 

Fen. Methinks I am batten’d* well of late, 
grown lusty, 

Fat, high, and kicking, thanks to the bounteous 
Rugio! 

And, now, methinks, I scorn these poor repasts. 
Cheese-parings, and the stinkitfg tongues of pil- 
chers ; 

But why should I remember these? they are odious. 


* Batten *That is, grown fat. So in Ford*i> Perkin Warbeck; 

Aaley, Give me the hearts of England for my money! 
Sketon. A man may batten there iu a week only with hot loaves 
and butter, and a lus^ enp of muscadine and sugar at breakfast, 
though he may make a meal alt the month aftor.^' 
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They are odious in mine eyes ; the full fat dish now, 
The bearing dish, is that I reverence, 

The dish an able serving-man sweats under. 

And bends f th’ hams, as if the house hung on him. 
That dish is the dish; hang your bladder banquets, 
Of half a dozen of turnips and two mushroom^! ^ 
Thq^e, when they breed their best, hatch but two 
belches: 

The state of a fat turkey, the decorum 

lie inarches in with, all the train and circumstance; 

Tis such a matter, such a glorious matter ! 

And then his sauce with oranges and onions, 

And he display’d in all parts I for such a dish now. 
And at my need, I would betray my father, 

And, for a roasted conger, all my country. 

Un^er Bartello. 

JBar^4 What, my friend Lean-gut! how does thy 
beauteous mistress ? 

And where’s your master, sirrah? where’s that 
horn-pipe? 

Pen. My mistress, sir, does as a poor wrong’d 
gentlewoman 

(Too much. Heaven knows, oppress’d withinjuiies) 
May do, and live. 

Part. Is the old fool still jealous ? 

Pc7i. As old fools are and will be, still the same, 
sir. 

Part, lie must have cause, he must have cause. 
Pen. ’Tis Uue, sir; 

And ’would M had with all niy hCait! 

% 

s- Hang your bladder banquetsf ' 

Or half a dozen of turnips and two mushrooms .q An ingenious 
amendment of Mason's has been adopted into the text, which does 
not requiie any defence. 
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Bart. He shall have. 

Pen. For then he had salt to his saffron porridge.** 
Bart. Why 

D.O not I see thee sometime ? why, thou starved 
rascal ? 

Why do not j^ou conic to me, you precious'bow- 
case ? 

I keep good meat at home, good store. 

Pen. Ves, sir; 

I will not fail you all next week. 

Bart. Thou art welcome : 

I have a secret I would fain impart to thee; 

But rhoii’i-t so thin, the wind will blow it from 
thee, 

Or men will read it through thee. 

Pen. VViapt up in beef, sir, 

In good gioss beef, let all the world look on me 1 
Tile Kiiiilisb have that trick to keep intelligence. 
Bart. A witty knave ! I’lrst, there’s to tie your 
tongue up. [Gives money. 

Pen. Dumb as a dog, sir. 

Bart. Next, hark in your ear, siirali! 

[Whispers. 

Pen. Well, very well, excellent well! 'Tis done, 
sii ; 

Say no more to me. 

Bart. Say, and hold. 

Pen Tis done, sir. 

Bart. As thou lov’st butter’d eggs, swear. 

Pen. Lei me kiss the book first: 

But here’s iny hand, brave captain. 

Bart Look you bold, sirrah. [Exit. 

Pen. Oh, the most precious vanity of this world ! 
When such dry neats’ tongues must be soak’d and 
larded 

^ Saffron poTridge.~\ This passage suppoits a conjecture ha¬ 
zarded on a similar one in The Woman’s Pn.:e, vol. V, p. 412. 
VOL. IX, • X 
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With young fat supple wenches ? Oh, the devil, 
What can he do ? he cannot suck an egg off, 

But his back’s loose i’ tli’ hilts ; Go thy ways, cap¬ 
tain ! 

Well may thy wailike name work miracles; 

But if e’er thy founder’d courser win match more, 
Or stand light but one train- 

Enter Three Gentlemen* 

I Gent* Now, Signor Shadow, 

What art thou thinking of? how to rob thy master r 
Pen. Of his good deeds ? The thief that under¬ 
takes that 

Must have a hook will poze all hell to hammer. 
Have you dined, gentlemen, or do you purpose ^ 

52 Gent. Dined, two long hours ago. 

Pen. Pray ye take me with ye. 

3 Gent. To supper, dost thou mean ? 

Pen. To any thing 

That has tJie smell of meat in’t. Tell me true, gen¬ 
tlemen ; 

Are not you three now going to be sinful ? 

To jeopard a Joint, or so ? I have found your faces,* 
And see xvhore written in your eyes, 

^ To iropaid a point.'] Mr Theobald and Mr Seward read with 
me, jcopatdf and the oldest lolio retains pretty near the same 
reading, 

To jeabard a point. 

But what aie #e to make of I’teJoutid your jdees ^ The readei 
may put what sense he pleases to this place; but I cannot help 
thinking but we ought to read, 

Vve con’d your faces, 

1. c. coiisidei'dy iiew’d, study^d *em.'~—SympsOH. 

Why Mr Sympson, in his quotations in this note, substitutes 
point iur Joint ue arc at a loss to know; and so we are to find out 
where the dilhculty of Fve found yourfaceSf lies ; Penurio ask" 
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1 Gent. A parlous rascal! ® 

Thou art much upon the matter. 

Pen. Have a care, gentlemen ! 

'Tis a sore age, very sore age, lewd age ; 

And women now are like old knights’ adventures, 
Full of enchanted flames, and dangerous. * 

S Gent. Where the most danger is, there’s the 
most honour. 

Pen. I grant yc, honour most consists in suffer¬ 
ance ; 

And by that rule you three should be most ho¬ 
nourable. 

3 Gc7Jt. A subtle rogue 1 But canst thou tell, 
Peiiuiio, 

Where we may light upon- 

Pen. A learned surgeon ? 

3 Gent. Pox take ye, fool ! I mean good whole¬ 
some wenches. 

Pen. ’Faith, wholesome women will but spoil 
ye too, 

For you are^so used to snap-haunces.'^—But take 
my counsel; 

Take fat old women, fat, and five and fifty; 

The Dog-days are come in. 

2 Gent, Take fat old women ? 

Pen. The fatter and the older, still the better! 
You do not know the pleasure of an old dame, 

them coarsely, An not you three going to be sinful ? and afterwards 
adds, /'re rouvD yourJtiie<i; i. e. 1 have discovered the mean¬ 
ing of your looks, and see v^hoie written in your eycs>" This inter¬ 
pretation is unforced, and shews found to be the better, as well as 
the older reading. Cotid conveys a weaker sense.—Ed, 1778. 

^ A parlous rascal.l i. e, A cunning one. 

’ Snap^hamces.'\ So the former editions.—Ed. 1778. 

And they read rightly. There is a pun between snap^haunce, 
the ancient name for a firelock, and a prostitute. The last editors 
read snap^haunehes. 


3 
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A fat old dame; you do not know tlic knack on’t: 
They’re likeour country grots, as cool asChristmas, 
And sure i* tli’ keels. 

1 Gent. Hang liim, starved fool, he mocks us! 

3 Gent. Peiuirio, tliou know’st all the handsome 
wenches : 

What shall I give thee for a merchant’s wife now? 

Fen. I take no money, gentlemen; that’s base ' 
I trade in meat: A merchant’s wife will cost ye— 
A glorious capon, a great shoulder of mutton, 
And a tart as big as a conjurer’s circle. , 

3 Ge7it. That’s cheap enough. 

1 Gent. And what a hahenlasher’s ? 

Pen. ^V^orse meat will serve for her; a great 
goose-pie— 

(Ihit you must send it out o’ th’ country to me. 

It will not do else) with a piece of bacon, 

And, if }ou can, a pot of butter with it. 

2 Gent. Now do 1 aim at hoise-tlesh; What .« 

parson’s ? “ 

Pen. A tithe-pig has no fellow, ifT fetch her; 
If she be Puritan,® plumb-porridge cfoes it, 


8 do T aim at horssc-flesh : W/tat a parson’^ ?] There is a 
vulgai piuvcrb, thal he who ciickoldb a paisun bhall have good 
luck in huibi'-Ilciih. 

^ If ihe be Puritan, plumb porridge —] I read, 

Jfhht beii’t Puritan, &,c. 

The Puritans have bcveral of them veiy warmly opposed the ob- 
bt^ivaucc ut church festivuls, and of coiisoquencu the feasting upon 
them, which liudibrus has linoly builcsqued, in parti, cantoi.—* 

“ Itatbir than fail, they will de/jf 
That which thtj/ loie most icnderlif ; 

Quarrel wit/i minced pies, and disparage 
Their best and dearest jiiend plum-poriidge; 

Pat pig and goose itself oppose, 

• And blaspheme custard through the nose.*' 

From whence it will appear that a negative is wanting in the line 
above, which I have inserted. The reader will observe that in this 
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And a fat loin of veal, well sauced and masted. 

2 Gent, We’ll meet one night, and thou shalt 
have all these, 

O’ that condition uc may have the wenches.— 

A dainty rascal! 

Pen. When your stomachs serve ye, 

(For mine is ever ready) I'll supply ye. 

1 Gent. Farewell! and there’s to fill tliy j)aunc]). 

\Thu/ ^rce monc^ 

Pen, lhave gentleman- 

2 Gcnf. Hold, sirrah ! theie. 

Pen Any )oimg wench i’ th’ town, sir- 

3 Gent, it shall go lound. \Eieunt Gentlemen. 
Pen. Most honouiable srentlcineii! — 

All these are eouitieis; hut they aic mere cox¬ 
combs, 

'Vnd oidy for a wench their purses open ; 

Xoi have they so much judgment left to chuse her. 
If e’er they call upon me, Fll so fit’em— 

1 have a pack of wry-mouth\l maekiL'l ladies, 
I:>tink like a standing ditch, and those dear dam¬ 
sels— 

But I forgot my business; I thank you, monsicurs! 
I have a thousand whimsies in my biains now. 

\Kdil. 


and anolhci banter on the faimtics, our j^ocLs have bioutfit llu'ii 
srt'iic back tn 1 nglatui; for I believe tlieie iie\er was an} sect of 
t icin that h 1 1 these cloclijncs the other side the Alps, 

S< ~u ar<i. 

What Seward «a}b in the beginning of this note is true, that tlie 
Puiilans warmly opposed the celebiation ol leslival", and the feast¬ 
ing atlendini'them ; but it does not follow fioin lh'*nre that the 
negative he contends tor ought to he inseitcd. 'Ihe'o is inucii 
more huinoui in the piescnt reading ; for the dishes Ih'iunio men- 
Hons are not the hiibcs or inducements foi the women to come, 
but the rewards lie c\pects for bringing them, which he humoiir- 
O'lsly contrasts with their inclination*' and opinions.— 
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SCENE III. 


A Room in iht Palace. A Banquet set out. 


Enter Duchess, Duke of Sienna, Lords, and At^ 

tendanU. 

Duch. Your grace shall now peiceive how 
much we honour you, 

And ill what dear regard we hold your friendship. 
Will you sit, sir, and grace this homely banquet ? 
Duke, Madam, to your poor friend you are too 
magnificent. 

Duch. To the Duke’s health, and all the joys I 
wish him ! [Phey drink. 

Let no man miss this cup. Have we no music ? 
Duke. Your noble favours still you heap upon 
me 

But where’s my virtuous mistress r Such a feast, 
And not her sparkling beauty here to bless it ? 
Methinks, it should not be; it shews not fully. 

Duch. Young ladies, sir, are long and curious 
In putting on their trims,* forget how day goes, 
And then ’tis their good-mori ow when they arc 
ready.— 

In oui ancient wnlcrs, tnm almost always signifies 
dress. It plainly dues so lierc, and in another passage in act v. So, 
in Shakspearc’s King John, a biide undrest is called Bnuntnmmed 
bride. See act in. sc. i.— Reed. 

Another instance occuis in Titus Andronicus, act v. sc. i. 

** j4ar. And cut her hands od, and tnmmd her as thou saw’at. 
Luc. O detestable villain ! calKst thou that trimming ^ 

Am. Why, she was •uasKd, and cut, and trimmed" &c. 
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Go some and call her^ and wait upon her. hither ; 
Tell her the Duke and I desire her company.— 

I warrant you, a hundred dressings now 
She has survey’d; this and that fashion look’d on, 
For ruffs and gowns; cast this away, these jewels 
Suited to these, and these knots ; O’ iny life, sir, 
She fears your curious c} c will soon discover else. - 
Why stand ye still ? why gape ye on one another ^ 
Did I not hid ye go, and tell my daughter ? 

Arc you nail’d hcic ? Nor stir, nor speak ? Who 
am I ? 

And who aie you ? 

1 LoriL Pardon me, gracious lady! 

The fear to tell you that, you would not hear ol*, 
Makes us all dumb : The piiiiccss is gone, madam. 
Duch, Gone? whither gone? Some wiser fellow 
answer me! 

2 Lord. Wc sought the court all over; and, be¬ 

lieve, lady, 

Ko ncM s of where she is, nor how conveyed hence. 
Duch. It cannot be, it must not be ! 

1 Zm/. ’Tis true, madam; 

Norooni in all tlieco’urt, but we search’il through it. 
Her women found her want liist, and they cried 
to us. 

Duch. Gone ? stol’n away ? I am abused, dis¬ 
honour’d. 

Duke. ’Tis I that am abused, *tis I dishonour’d ! 

Is this yoi.r .welcome ? this your favour to me ? 

To foist a trick upon me ? this trick too, 

To cheat me of my love ? Am I not worthy ? 

Or, since I was your guest, am I grown odious ? 
Duch. Your grace mistakes me; as I have a 
life, sir- 

Duke, And I another, I will never bear this, 
Never endure this ^dor! * 


Dor.] i,e. Disappointment. See vol. VIII, p. 
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Dtich .. But hear me patiently ! 

Duke. Give me my love ! 

Duck, As soon as care can find her; 

And all care shall he used. 

Duke. And ail my care too, 

To be revenged : I smell the trick; 'tis too rank; 
Fy, how it smells o’ th’ mother ! 

Jhich. You wioiig me, Duke. 

Duke. For this disgrace, ten thousand Floren¬ 
tines 

Shall pay their dearest bloods, anddyingcurseyou ! 
And so I turn away, youi moital enen.y ! [Ea'il. 
Duch. Since you’re so high and hot, sir, you 
have half arm’d us.— ^ 

Be careful of the town, of all the castles. 

And sec supplies of soldiers every where. 

And musters for the field when he invites us; 

For he shall know, ’tis not high words can fright us 
]\Iy daughter gone r Has she so finely cozen’d me? 
This is for Silvio’s sake sure; oh, cunning false one! 
—Publish a proclamation through the dukedom, 
That whosoe’er can bring to th’ court young Silvio, 
Alive or dead, beside our thanks and favour. 

Shall have two thousand ducats for his labour! 
See it dispatch’d and sent in haste.—Oh, base one! 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 


A BecUroom in the House of Lopez. 


Eifler Isabella, and Penuiiio with a Light. 

Isah. Wast thou with Rugio ^ 

Pen. Yes, marry was 1, closely.* 

Is(d). And does he still leiiicniber his poor mis¬ 
tress ? 

Does he dcsiie to see me ^ 

Pe}i. Yes, and piescntly ; 

Puts ofVall business else ; lives in that memory; 
And will be here according to diicctions, 

Isab. But where’s thy master ? 

Pen. V'hcre a coxcomb should be; 

AV^aiting at court with his jewels ,* 

Safe for this night, I warrant you. 
hah. I am bound to thee. 

Pen. I would you were, as close as I could tic 
you. 

Isab. Thou art my best, my truest fiiend- 

Pen. I labour, 

I moil and toil for you ; I am your hackney. 

Isab. If ever I be able- 

Pen. Steal the great cheese, mistress. 

Was sent him out o’ th’ countiy. 

Isab, Any thing-- 

3 C/o«e/y.] Privateb. 


12 
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That’s meat; ’ti** lawful, mistress,^ Where’s 
the castle-custard,* 
lie got at court? 

Isab» He has lock’d it in his study. 

Fen, Get a warrant 
To staich for counterfeit gold. 

hah. Give me thy candle; 

I’ll find a time to be thy careful cater.® 

Pm. And many a time I’ll find to be his cook, 
And dress his calf’s head to the sweetest sauce, 
mistress! 

Isab. To bed, Peniirio! go; the rest is my charge: 
ril keep tile watch out. 

Pen, Now if you spare him- [Rail. 

Isab. Peace, fool!— 

I hope my llugio will not fail; ’twould vex me. 
Now to my string ! so; sure he cannot miss now; 
And this end to my finger. I’ll lie down, 

For on a sudden I am wond’rous heavy; 

Tis very late too; if he come and find this, 

And pull it, though it be with easy motion, 

I shall soon waken, and as soon be with him. 

\Slic tics a S/ring la her Finger, iaif,s iloien, ami 
falls asleep. 

Enter Lopl/. 

Lopez. Thou secret friend,’ how am 1 bound to 
love thee! 


+ ThaVs meat; *iis lauful, To steal food was vul¬ 

garly held to be w ithout the censure of the law. 

5 Casile-custard.'\ Custards, as well as marchpanes and othei 
coniccUons, were foiraerl) built up in the shape of castles and /br> 
tifications. 

^ Cafer.'\ Sec above p. 283. 

’ Thou secret frtend.'l His private key.—Syw/iswi. 
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And how to hug thee for thy private service! 
Thou art the star all my suspicions sail by, 

The fixed point my wronged honour turns to; 

By thee 1 shall know all, find all the siihtilties 
Of devilish women, that torment me daily : 

Thou art my conjurer, my spell, my spirit J— ‘ 
All’s hush’d and still, no sound of any stirring,* 
No tread of living thing ! The light is in still; 
And there’s my wife; how prettily the fool lies, 
How sweet, and liandsomely; and in her clothes 
too! 

Waiting for me, upon my life ! her fondness 
Would not adnnt her rest till I came to her; 

Oh, careful fool, why am I angry with thee ? 
AV^hy do I think thou hat’st thy loving husband ? 
1 am an ass, an over-doting coxcomb; 

And this sweet soul the mirror of perfection. 

How admirable fair and delicate ’ 

And how it stirs me! 1*11 sing thy sweets a requiem. 
But will not waken thee. 


SONG, 

Oh, fair sweet face, oh, eyes celestial hrigjit, 

Til m stars in Heaven, that now adorn the night; 
Oh, fruitful lips, where cherries ever gnrw, 

And damask cheeks, tvhere all sweet beauties bbxv ; 
Oh thou, from head to Joot divinely fair! 

Cupid's most cunning ?ieds made of that hair; 
And, as he weaves himself for curious eyes, 

“ Oh me, oh me, Tm caught myselff he cries: 
Sweet rest about thee, sweet and golden sleep. 

Soft peaceful thoughts, your hourly watches keep. 
Whilst I in wonder sing this sacrifice, 

To beauty sacred, and those angel eyes I 
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Now will I steal a kiss, a dear kiss from her, 

And suck the rosy breath of this bright beauty,— 
What a devil’s this? tied to her finger too? 

A string, a damned string, to give intelligence ! 
Oh, my loved key, how tiuly hast thou served me! 
I’ll ‘follow this :—Soft, soft! to th’ door it goes. 
And through to th’other side! a damn’d string’tis! 
I am abused, topt, cuckolded, fool’d, jaded, 
Hidden to death, to madness!—Stay; this helps not; 
Stay, stay! and now invention help me ! 

I’ll sit down by her, take this from her easily. 
And thus upon mine own.—Dog, 1 shall catch you; 
With all your cunning, sir, I shall light on you.— 
I felt it pull, sure; yes, but wond’rous softly; 
Tis there again, and harder now : Have at you ’ 
Now ail thou ’scap’st, thedevil’s thy ghostly father * 

f R.vit 

Isab. lAtt^akmg.l Sure’twas my husband’s voice ’ 
The string is gone too ; 

lie has found the trick on’t! I am undone, lie 
tray’d, 

And, if he meet my fiiend, he peiishes; 

What fortune follows me, what spiteful foitune ’ 
Iloa, Jaquenct! 

EiUlT Jaqlenilt. 

Jaq. Here, mistress; do you call me? 

I.sab. Didst thou hear no noise? 

Jiuj. I hear my master mad yonder. 

And swears, and chafes- 

huh Dai’st thou do one thing for me r 
One thing concerns mine honour? all is lost else. 
Jaq. Name what you will. 

Isab. It can biing but a beating. 

Which I will recompense so largely- 
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Jaq. Name it. 

hub. Sit here as if thou wert asleep. 

Jaq. Is that all ? 

Isab. When he comes in, whate’er he do unto 
thee, 

(The worst will be but beating) speak not a wbrd, 
Not one word, as thou lov*st me. 

Jaq. ril run through it. 

[sab, ril carry away the candle. 

Jaq. And I the blows, mistress. fZ/V^ doxtm. 

Enter Lopez. 


Lopez. Have you put your light out ? I shall 
stumble to you, 

You whore, you running wliore ! I shall catch 
^our rogue too: 

lie has light legs, else I h:ui so ferret-claw'd him ! 

Oh, have 1 found you? Do you play at dog-sleep 
still, whore? 

Do you tliink that can protect you ? Yes, I'll kill 
thee; 

Hut first ril bring thy friends to view th}^ villainies, 

Thy whorish villainies ; And first I’ll beat thee, 

Beat thee to pin-dust, thou salt whore, thou varlet, 

Scratch out thine eyes : I’ll spoil your tempting 
visage !— . [Beat.\ her. 

Aie you so patient ? I’ll put my nails in deeper. 

Is it good whoiing ? whoring, ye base rascal? 

Is it good tempting men with strings to ride you r 

So! 1 will fetch your kindred, and your fi lends, 
wliore ; 


And such a justice I will act upon thee 



Enter Isabella. 


Isah. What, is he gone ' 
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t/c/y.-The devil go with him, mistress ! 

He has harrow’d me, plough’d laud was ne’er so 
hai row’d ; 

I had the most ado to save mine eyes. 

Jsab, He has paid thee ; 

But I’ll heal all again with good gold, Jaquenet. 
He lias damned nails. 

Jaif. They arc tenpenny nails, I think, mistress ; 
I’ll undcitakc he shall strike ’em through an inch 
board. 

Isab, Go up and wash thyself; take my poma¬ 
tum ; 

And now let me alone to end the tragedy. 

Jag. You had best beware. 

hab. I shall deal stoutly with him ; 

Reach me my book, and see the door made fast, 
wench ; 

And so, good night!—Now to the matter politic ! 

\E lit Jaouenei’. Lopfz knocks ithin. 

Lopez, \JVithin,] You shall see what she is, what 
a sweet jewel. 

Isab, Who’s there? what madman knocks^ is 
this an hour. 

And in mine husband’s absence ? 

Lopez. [fVithin.l Will you open? 

You know my voice, you whore I I am that hus¬ 
band.— 

Do you mark her subtilty ? But I have paid her, 

1 have so ferk’d her face—Here’s the blood, gen¬ 
tlemen ; 

Ecce si^mim! I have spoil'd her goatish beauty; 
Gbserve her how she looks now, how she’s painted! 
Oh, ’tis the most wicked’st whore,® and the most 
t reach’ero us- 

® Ohf Uis the most wicketl’st I’he patting the sii;n of 

the superlative degree to the supeilative degree itself, as the com¬ 
parative si^n to the comparativ'e dcgice a little above, is a piacticr 
i» Ml jch our authors arc not singular.— 



.>CCNL IV.] WOMEN PLEASED. 


33j 


Ihiicr T.opi /. lUuTJSLLO, Gentlemen ami lico Gen- 

tleu'mnen. 

Gent. Here walks 1113 ^ cousin, full of meditation, 
Aim’d with religious thoughts. 

Ba7't. Is this the monster ? 

1 Gentlav. Is this the subject of that rage you 
talk’d of. 

That n.iughty w oiiian you had pull’d a-pieces ? 
Bai'i. Hcie’s no such thing. 

1 (hntlexv. How have }ou wiong’d this beauty! 
Aic not you mad, my fiicnd? What time o’th’ 
moon is’t ? 

Ha\'e not vou maggots in your brains ^ 

Lopez, ’fis she, sure ! 

Gent. Wheie’s the scratch’d face you spoke of’ 
the torn garments, 

And all the hair pluck’d oil’ her head ? 

Bart. Believe me, 

'rweiciietterfaryou liad lost your pair of pebbles, 
Than she the least adornment of that sweetness, 
Lopez. Is not this blood? 

1 Gentlexv. This is a monstrous foll}^, 

A base abuse! 

Isab. Thus he docs evci use me, 

And sticks me up a wonder, not a woman * 
Nothing I do, but subject to suspicion ; 

Nothing I can do, able to content him. 

Bari. Lope/, \ou must not use this. 

2 Gentlek'. ’Twere not amiss, sir, 

To give ye sauce to your meat; and suddenly- 

1 Gentlew. You that dare wrong a woman of her 
goodness, 

Thou have a wife ? thou have a bear tied to thee, 
To sciatch thy jealous itch ! Were all o’ my mind, 

I mean all women, we would soon disbuithen }ou 
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Of that'that breeds these fits, these dog-flaws* 
in ye; 

A sow-gekler should trim you. 
hart, A rare cure, lady, 

And one as fit for him as a thief for a halter!— 
You'sec this youth; wdl you not cry him quit¬ 
tance? ^ fO ISABEFLA. 

Body o’ me, I would pine, but 1 would pepper him. 
ril come anon.—lie, hang him, poor pompillion ! * 
How like a wench bepist he looks !—I’ll come, 
lady.—. 

Lopez, tile law must teach you what a wife is, 

A good, a virtuous wife- 

Isab, I’ll ne’er live with him ! 

I crave your loves all to make known my cause, 
That so a fair divorce may pass between us : 

I am weary of my life; in danger hourly. 

Bart, You see how rude you arc—1 will not 
miss you— [Apart to her. 

Unsufferable rude—I’ll pay him soundly— 

You should be whipt in Bedlam—I’ll reward him— 
2 Gentlew, Whipping’s too good. 

Lopez, I think I am alive still. 

And in my wits ! 

Bart. I’ll put a trick upon him— 

And get his goods confiscate; you shall have’em. 

I will not fail at nine-- [Apart to her. 

I^iOpez, 1 think I am here too; 

And once I would have sworn 1 had takjen her 
napping; 

I think my name is Lopez. 

♦ Flaivs,'] word, in our authors' Ittme, signified stormSf or 
gusts. Several instances might be produced.— Heed, 

* PompiUion,'} Cotgrave inteiprets populeotif “ populeon, or 
puinpillion, an (kintment made of blacke poplar buds.” The allu¬ 
sion in the text perhaps to the artificial aids which Lope/ was 
obliged to make use of, to conceal the eftecU of age. 
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Gent. Fy for shame, sir! 

You see you have abused her, foully wrong’d her, 
Hung scandalous and coarse opinions on her, 
Which now you find but children of suspicion: . 
Ask her forgiveness, shew a penitence ! 

She is my kinswoman; and what she sutler^ 
Under so base and beastly jealousies, 

I will redress, else I’ll seek satisfaction. 

Bart. Why, every boy f th’ town will piss upon 
thee. 

Lopez. I am sorry for’t- 

1 Gcntlew. Down o’ your marrow-bones ! 

Lopez. Even sorry from my heart: Foigiveme, 

sweet wife I [Kneeh, 

Heie I confess most freely I have wrong’d you; 
As fi eely here I beg a pardon of you ’ 

Fiom tins hour no debate, no cross suspicion- 

Isab. To shew you, sir, I undei stand a wife’s part. 
Thus 1 assure my love, and seal your pardon. 

f s him: 

2 Gentlexv. ’Tis well done: Now to bed, and there 

confirm it! 

Ge?it. And so good night! 

Ba/t. Awaie relapses, Lopez. \ExeunU 

Lopez. Now, Isabella, tell me truth, and sud¬ 
denly. 

And do not juggle with me, nor dissemble, 

(For, as I have a life, you die then! I am not mad, 
Nor does the devil work upon my weakness) 

Tell me the trick of this, and tell me freely. 

Isah. Will then that satisfy you? 

Lopez. If you deal ingenuously. 

Isab. I’ll tell you all, and tell you true and freely. 
Bartello was the end of all this jealousy; 

His often visitations brought by you, first 
Bred all these fits, and tliese suspicions; 

VOL. IV, Y 
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I knew-your false key, and accordingly 

I framed my plot, to have you take him finely, 
Too poor a penance for the wrong his wife bears, 

II is worthy virtuous wife ! I felt it sensibly 
When you took off the string, and was much 

• pleased in’t, 

Because I wish’d his importunate dotage paid well; 
And, had you staid two minutes more, you had had 
him. 

Lopez, This sounds like truth. 

Isab, Because this shall be certain, 

Next time he comes (as long he cannot tarry) 
Yourself shall see, and hear, his lewd temptations. 
Lopez, Till then I am satisfied: And if this 
prove true. 

Henceforward mistress of yourself I give you, 
And I to serve you. For my lusty captain, 

I’ll make him dance, and make him think the devil 
Claws at his breech, and yet I will not hurt him. 
Come now to bed; and prove but constant this 
way, 

I’ll prove the man you ever wish’d. 

Isab, You have blest me. 


[Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A Country Village. 

Enter Silvto. 

Sih What labour and what travel have I run 
through, 

And through what cities, to absolve this riddle ! 
Diviners, dreamers, schoolmen, deep magicians. 
All have I tried ; and all give several meanings. 
And from all hope of any future happiness; 

To this place am I come at length, the country; 
The people simple, plain, and harmless witty, 
Whose honest labours Heaven rewards with plenty 
Of corn, wine, oil, which they again, as thankful. 
To their new crops new pastimes celebrate, 

And crown their joyful harvests with new voices. 
By a rich farmer here I am entertain’d, 

And lank'd among the number of his servants, 
Not guessing what I am, but what he would have 
me. 

Here may be so much wit (though much I fear it) 
To undo this knotty question; and ’would to Hea¬ 
ven 

My fortunes had been hatch’d with theirs, as in¬ 
nocent, 

And never known a pitch above their plainness * 

Enter Soto, dressed as a Morris-dancer, with a Pro¬ 
clamation, from a Home. 

Soto. That it is, that it is—what’s this word now ^ 
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This is a plaguy word ! that it is—r, e, a, that it 
IS, reaso?i. 

By your leave, Master Soto, by your leave, you 
are too quick, sir ; 

There’s a strange parlous T before the reason, 

A very tall J\ which makes the word high-treasoji. 

Sil. What treason’s that? does this fellow un¬ 
derstand himself? 

Soto, Pitch will infect; I’ll meddle no more 
with this geer.— 

What a devil ails this fellow? this foolish fellow? 
Being admitted to be one of us too, 

That are the masters of the sports proceeding. 
Thus to appear before me too, unmorris’d ? * 

-Do you know me, friend ? 

Sil, You are my master’s son, sir. 

Soto, And do you know what sports are now in 
season ? 

Sil, I hear there are some a-foot. 

Soto, Where are your bells then ? 

Your rings, your ribbands, friend? and your clean 
napkins ? ^ 

Your nosegay in your hat, pinn’d up? Am not I 
here 

My father’s eldest son ? and at this time, sir, 

I would have you know it, though you be ten 
times his servant, 

A better man than my father far, lord of this har¬ 
vest, sir; 

And shall a man of my place want attendance ? 

Sil. ’Twas want of knowledge, sir, not duty, 
bred this; 

I would have made suit else for your lordship s 
service. 

* (7nmorris*d,'\ That is, not attired as a morris-dancer. 

3 Napktns.l A napkin formerly meant a handkerchief, as ap¬ 
pears irom Othello, and many other plays,— 
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Soto. In some sort I am satisfied now’; ineiid 
your manners! 

But thou art a melancholy fellow, vengeance me¬ 
lancholy. 

And that may breed an i-nsurrection amongst us : 
Go to ! ril lay the best part of two pots now 
Thou art in love, and I can guess with whom too; 
I saw the wench that twired^ and twinkled at thee, 
The other day; the wench that’s new come hither 
The young smug wench. 

SiL You know more than I feel, sir. 

Soto. Go to! ril be thy friend, I’ll speak a good 
word for thee, 

And thou shalt have my lordship’s countenance 
to her. 

May be I have had a snap myself; may be ay, 
may be no ; 

\Vc lords arc allow’d a little more. 

SiL Tis fit, sir; 

I humbly thank you! you are too, too tender of 
me. 

But what, sir, I beseech you, was that paper 
Your lordship was so studiously employ’d in, 
When you came out a-doors ? 

Soto, Thou mean’st this paper ? 

Sit. That, sir, I think. 

Soto. Why, ’tis a proclamation, 

A notable piece of villainy, as ever thou beard’st 
in thy life; 

By mine honour, ’tis. 

SiL How, sir ? or what concerns it ? 

Soto. It comes you from the duchess, a plaguy 
wise woman, 

♦ Tuired.] So Ben Jonson, in his Sad Shepherd, act II. scene 
111 .— 

Which maids will twirc at thro* Synipson. 
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To appi*ehend the body of one Silvio, 

(As arrant a rascal as ever piss'd against post) 
And this same Silvio, or this foresaid rascal, 

To bring before her, live or dead; for which good 
service 

The man tliat brings him has two thousand ducats: 
Is not this notable matter now ? 

S//. Tis so indeed.— 

This proclamation bears my bane about it! 

[Jside. 

Can no rest find me, no private place secure me, 
But still my miseries like blood-hounds haunt me ? 
Unfortunate young man, which way now guides 
thee, 

Guides thee from death ? the country’s laid round 
for thee. 

Oh, Claudio, now I feel thy blood upon me; 
Now it speaks loudly here, 1 am sure, against me; 
Time now has found it out, and Truth pioclaiiifd it, 
And Justice now cries out, I must die for it. 

Sofo. Hast thou read it? 

Sil. Yes. 

Soto. And dost thou know that Silvio ? 

Sil. I never saw him, sir. 

Soto. 1 have, and know him too, 

I know him as well as I know thee, and better; 
And, if 1 light upon him, for a trick he play’d me 
once, 

A certain kind of dog-trick. I’ll so fiddle him! 
Two thousand ducats ? I'll so pepper him ! 

And with that money I’ll turn gentleman, 

Worth a brown baker’s* dozen of such Silvios. 


s ^ brown haker,"] This epithet was commonly applied to a ba¬ 
ker. So in Nice Valour, (vol. IV. p. 317.) 

** Happy is he, say I, whose window opens 
To a brom baker’s chimney.*' 
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aSV/. There is no staying here; this rogue will 
• know me, 

And for the money’s sake betray me too ; 

I must bethink me suddenly and safely. 

E,nler Bom&y as Hobby-horse^ and other Mofru- 

dancers. 

Soto, IMine own dear lady, have at thy honey¬ 
comb ! 

Now, for the honour of our town, boys, trace 
sweetly ! [Cry within of. Aim, arm ! 

What a vengeance ails this whobub pox refuse 
’em ! 

Cannot they let us dance in our defence here ? 

Enter Farmer and Captain, 

Capt, Arm, honest friends, arm suddenly and 
bravely, 

And with your ancient resolutions follow me! 

Look how the beacons shew like comets; your 
poor neighbours 

Run maddingly affrighted through the villages; 

Sienna’s duke is up, burns all before him. 

And with his sword makes thousand mothers 
childless. 

Soto, What’s this to our morris-dancers 

Sit, This may serve my turn. 

Soto, There’s ne’er a duke in Christendom but 
loves a May-game. 


It occurs again at the conclusion of this scene, p. 550. Pos¬ 
sibly the epithet may have been denved from some conscientious 
baker being ot the religious sect called the Biownists. 

* Whobub,‘\ This was the old way of spelling and pronouncing 
hubbub, • 


8 
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CapK. At a horse you were always cess'd ; put 
your son on him, 

And arm him well! i’ th’ states name, I command 
you: 

And they that dare go voluntary shall receive re- 
• ward. 

I dare go no way, sir. This is strange, 
Master Captain, 

You cannot be content to spoil our sport here, 

(Which I do not think your worship’s able to an¬ 
swer) 

But you must set us together by the ears, with I 
know not who too ? 

We arc for the bodily part o’ th’ dance. 

('apt. Arm him suddenly ! 

(This is no time to fool) I shall return you else 

A rebel to the general state, and duchess; 

And how you’ll answer then- 

Fanner, I have no more sons, sir; 

This is my only boy; I beseech you. Master Cap¬ 
tain— 

Soto, I am a rank coward too, to say the truth, 
sir; 

I never had good luck at buffets neither. 

Fanner, Here’s vo»’ty shillings, spare the child. 

Capi. 1 cannot. 

Aoto, Are you a man? will you cast away a 
May-lord V 

Shall all the wenches in the country curse you? 


^ Mai;-lord,"] It was usual at May-games to have a lord and a 
lady of the May. Both characters occur iii tlie Two Noble Kins¬ 
men ; and the lurmer is personated by Ralph, in the Knight of the 
Burning Pestle. In the test, Soto is lord of the May, and some 
female villager personated the lady, as he exclaims on the en¬ 
trance of the Morris»-danccrs,—“ Mine own dear lady, have at thy 
honeycomb.” From the conclusion of the play, it appears probabk 
that this May-lady was Belvidere, so disouised. 
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SiL An’t please you, captain, I’ll supply.his per¬ 
son ; 

(Tis pity their old custom should be frighted) 

Let me have horse, and good arms. I’ll serve wil¬ 

lingly! 

And, if I shrink a foot of ground, hell take -me! 

Capt, A promising aspect, face full of courage, 

ril take this man, and thank you too- 

Farmer. There’s for thee ; 

'Tis in a clout, but good old gold. 

Sil. I thank you, sir. 

Farmer. Go, saddle my forehorse, put his fea¬ 
ther on too, 

(He’ll praunce it bravely, friend ; he fears no co¬ 
lours) 

And take the armour down, and sec him dizen’d. 

So/o. Farewell ! and if thou earliest thyself well 
in this matter— 

I say no more but this, there must be more May- 
lords, 

And I know who are fit. 

Si/, Dance you ; I’ll fight, sir. 

Capt. Away, away ! 

SiL Farewell! I am for the captain. \Fxeuni. 

Farmer. Now to this matter again, my honest 
fellows 1 

For, if this go not forward, I foresee, friends, 

This war will fright our neighbours out o’ th’ vil¬ 
lages : 

Cheer up your hearts! we shall hear better news, 
boys. 

Bomby. Surely I’ll dance no more,* ’tis most 
ridiculous : 


8 Hob. Surdy VU dancer 4'C*] As there is no such name as 
Hob in the dramatis per and as lie is called, and calls him¬ 
self here, and through the scene, by the name of Bomby, methinks 
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I find'lily wife's instructions now mere verities, 
My learned wife's; she often hath pronounced to 
me 

My safety: “ Eomby, defy these sports; thou art 
damn’d else.” 

This beast of Babylon I will never back again, 
His pace is sure prophane, and his lewd wi-hees^ 
The songs of Hymyn® and Gymyn in the wilder¬ 
ness. 

Farmer. Fy, neighbour Bomby, in your fits 

* again, 

Your zeal-sweats.* This is not careful, neighbour; 

we ought to displace this nonsensical Hobj and insert Bombi/ in its 
place.— Hympson, 

Mr Mason supposes Iloh to stand for liobbinal, of which he 
conjectures Bomby to have been the abbreviation. It is wonder¬ 
ful that neither he nor Sympson perceived that Bomby is the 
hobby-horse ot the Morris, and that consequently the Hob. juc- 
hxed to his speeches is the abbreviation not oi his name, but of 
the character he represented. The remainder of this scene is a 
very just and a highly humorous banter upon the absurd pre¬ 
judices of the Puritans, who represented the innocent May-games 
as remains of popery. Mr Douce, in his curious dissertation al¬ 
ready quoted in the notes on a similar passage in The Woman’s 
Prize, (vol. V. p. 312.) makes the following extract from Thomas 
Hall’s Funebria Flora^ the Downfall of hlay-games“ Papists 
are forward to give the people May-poles ; and the pope’s holiness, 
with might and main, keeps up his superstitious festivals as a prime 
prop of his tottering kingdom.” In the text, the same apprehen¬ 
sions of the Puritans are very justly ridiculed ; but the poet com¬ 
mits a strange anachronism in putting this raethodistical cant o! 
his time into the mouth of an Italian peasant. 

9 The sons of, Corrected by Theobald. 

* —=- in your Jits, again, 

Your zeal sweats.'] For the want only of a single hyphen, how 
difficult IS it to understand the humour of the Farmer here ? Sure 
we should writh thus— 

• your fits again, 

Your teal-sweats ?--Syrapson. 

The editors of 1778 say “ the old reading is most easy and na- 
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The hobby-horse is a seemly hobbj -horse—=— 

Soto. And as pretty a beast on’s inches, though 
I say it— 

Boinby. The beast is an unseemly and a lewd 
beast, * 

And got at Rome by the pope’s coach-horses; 

His mother was the mate of Ignorance. 

Soto. Cobler, tho^ liest, an thou wert a thou¬ 
sand coblers! 

His mother was an honest marc, and a mare of 
good credit; 

I know the mare, and, if need be, can bring wit¬ 
ness ; 

And, in the way of honesty I tell thee, 

Scorn’d any coach-horse the pope had; thou art 
foolish, 

And thy blind zeal makes thee abuse the beast. 

Bombij. I do defy thee, and thy foot-cioth too 
And tell thee to thy face, this profane riding, 

(I feel it in my conscience, and I dare speak it) 
This unedifed ambling hath brought a scourge 
upon us; 

This hobby-horse Sincerity we lived in. 

War, and the sword of Slaughter : I renounce it, 
And put the beast off, thus, the beast polluted. 

\7'krows dmn iht hobby-horse. 
And now no more shall Hope^on-high lioinby* 
I’ollow the painted pipes of woildly pleasures. 
And, with the wicked, dance the devd’s measures. 


turdl but I cannot help thinking, with Mason, thatS 3 mpson, in 
the present instance, is right; for the old copies very seldom join 
two words by a hyphen, though they evidently are intended to be 
connected. 

* Foot‘cloth.'\ It lias been before observed that this was a com¬ 
mon appellation tor a horse caparisoned with a foot-cloth. See 
next page, note 5. 

’ Ilope-on-high Bombp,'\ This is in ridicule of the absurd Chris- 
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Away, thou pamper’d jade of vanity,^ 

Stand at the livery of lewd delights now, 

And eat the provender of prick-eafd folly ! 

My dance shall be to the pipe of persecution. 
farmer. Will jou dance no more, neighbour? 
Bowht/, Surely, no: 

Carry the beast to his crib; I have renounced him, 
And all his works. 

Soto, Shall the hobby-horse be forgot then r* 

ti.iii namps given by the Puritans to their children. Ben .Tonson 
spev\k’> ot Zeal-ot-tlie-land, and it is well known that the cclebiatcd 
liarebono was baptised Praise-God. and hi** brotheis, came 

into the world to save Barebone, and If Chiist had nut died, thou 
hadstbeen damned, Bareboi-e; ihe lattei, by way of bievity, bcin^j 
genciully called “ Damned B.irebone.” 

♦ A-iiayy thou parapeiM jade of xanit\).\ Another slur on the 
line 111 Marlow’s 'rainerlane— 

“ Holla, ye pamper'd jades of Asia !” 

* The hobby-horse.] “ The hobby-horse,” says Mr Douce, 

was represented by a man equipped with as much fiasteboard as 

was sudicient to form the head and hinder-parts ot a horse, the 
quadiupedal defects being concealed by a long mantle oi foot- 
cloth that neaily touched the ground. The fortnei, on this occa¬ 
sion, excited all his skill in burhsque horsemanship. In Synip- 
son's play of The Vow-Bivakei, 16’36\ a millei personates the 
liobb}-hoise, and being angry that the mayor of the city is put m 
competition with him, exclaims, * Let the mayor play the hobby¬ 
horse among his brethicn, an he will; 1 hope our town-lads can¬ 
not want a hobby-horse. Have I practised my reins, my careeis, 
niy pianckers, my ambles, my false trots, ray smooth ambles and 
Canterbuiy-paces, and shall master mayor put me besides the 
hobby-horse f Have 1 borrowed the fore-horse bells, his plumca, 
and biavcrics; nay, had his mane new shorn and fiizzlcd, ami 
shall the mayor put me besides the hobby-horse ?”— Douce’s Il¬ 
lustrations, vol. 11. p. 46'S. The line in the text is very similar to 
a number of otlicrs quoted by the commentators of Shakslpeare, 
who suspect that it is an allusion to a ballad of the lime. That 
the acting of the hobby-horse was a place of pre-cminenc^, will 
also appear from the following quotation: 

1 Bojf. Did he not dance the hobbp-horse in Haehtey-Morrice 

once ? 

2 Boy, Yes, and at Green-goose-fayr, as honest and as poor a 

man.—WfiBSTER and Rowley’s Cure for a Cuckold, 
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The liopcfiil hobbv-liorse, shall be lie founder d ? 

If thou dost this, thou art but a cast-away cobler. 

My anger’s up; think wisely, and think quickly, 

And look upon the quondam beast of pleasure! 

If thou dost this (mark me, thou serious sowter. 

Thou bench-whistler, of the old tribe of toe- 
pieces 1^) 

If thou dost this, there shall be no more shoe- 
mending ; 

Every man shall have a special care of his own soal. 

And in his pocket carry his two confessors, 

His lingel,’ and his nawl. If thou dost this- 

Farmer, He’ll dance again, for certain. * 

Bmnhif, I cry out on’t! 

Twas the forc-i mining sin brought in those tilt- 
staves 

They blandish ’gainst the church, the devil calls 
May-poles. 

Soto, Take up your horse again, and girth him 
to ye, 

And girth him handsomely, good neighbour 
Bomby! 

Bomhy„ I spit at him ! 

Soto, Spit m the horse’ face, cobler ? 

Thou out-of-tune psalm-singing slave! Spit in his 
visnomy ? 

Bomhy, I spit again; and thus I rise against him, 

Against this beast, that signified destruction,’ 


■ thou serious bowtei, 

Thou htnch-whisfler, of the old tribe of toe-pleccs Sowter 
was the old terra, as it is still in Scotland, for a cobler. In the 
latter line JVlason very plausibly proposes to rad-^toe-ptcem. 

^ Hss yugel.] Corrected by Sympson. 

« ‘ signtf/d destruction^ 

Fore-shevM i* th^ falls of monarchies, 

Soto, r th’face of him,^ The th’ m the second line li 
evidently crept in fiom the third, and spoils both lense and mea- 
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Fore-shew’d i* th’ falls of monarchies, 

So/o. 1’ th’ face of him ^ 

Spit such another spit, by this hand, cobler, 
ril make ye set a new piece o’your nose there. 
Take’t up, I say, and dance without more bidding, 
And dance as you were wont; you have been ex¬ 
cellent, 

And art still, but for this new nicety, 

And your wife’s learned lectures: Take up the 
hobby-horse! 

Come, ’tis a thing thou hast loved with all thy 
heart, Bomby, 

And wouldst do still but for the round-breech’d 
brothers: 

You were not thus i* th’ morning. Take’t up, I 
say; 

Do not delay, but do’t! You know I am officer; 
And 1 know ’tis unfit all these good fellows 
Should wait the cooling of your zealous porridge. 
Chuse whether you will dance, or have me exe¬ 
cute : 

I’ll clap your neck i* th’ stocks, and there I’ll make 
ye 

Dance a whole day, and dance with these at night 
too. 

You mend old shoes well, mend your old manners 
better; 

And suddenly see you leave off this sincereness, 
This new hot batch, borrow’d from some brown 
baker. 

Some learned brother, or I’ll so bait you for’t*— 

sure, for the third line completes the second verse. Hudibras 
took several hints from this passage.— Seward, 

There is no occasion to altci the text, which means—** This 
beast which typifies Destruction, and wUch was fore-showed in 
the falls of the four monarchies.’* 

9 This new hot hatch, borrow d from some brown baher. 

Or 1*U so bait yc jfbr^t -] I do not discard the word bait ; 
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Take Jt quickly up. 

Bomby. I take my persecution, 

\Takes up the hobby-horse. 
And thus I am forced, a bye-word to my brethren. 
Soto, Strike up, strike up, strike merrily ! 
Farmer, To it roundly. [A Morris-dance. 

Now to the harvest-feast; then sport again, boys! 


SCENE II. 


Open Country, 


Enter Sitvio, armed. 

Sil, What shall I do? Live thus unknown, and 
base still. 

Or thrust myself into the head o’ th* battle ^ 

And there, like that I am, a gentleman. 

And one that never fear’d the face of Danger, 
(So in her angry eyes shft carried Honour) 

Fight nobly, and (to end my cares) die nobly ? 


but, to preserve that playing upon the words here, which the poet 
seems to have designed, I suspect we ought to read— 

or rU so bakeyott foi*t. 

It IS scarce worth observing, that the Browmsts are the people 
against whom the satire here was principally levelled.— 

Sympson's conjecture has some ingenuity in it, but.the text af¬ 
fords good sense. 
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SONG. [fVithin.l 

SiiviOi go oHy and raise thy noble mind 
To fioble ends; fling coarse base thoughts behind! 
Silvio-, thou son of ever-Uvingfamey 
Now aim at virtue^ and a noble name. 

Silvio, consider, honour is not won. 

Nor virtue reach'd, till some brave thing he done. 
Thy country calls thee now, she burns and bleeds. 
Now raise thyself, young 7nan, to noble deeds ! 

Into the battle, Silvio! there seek forth 
Danger, and blood s by them statids sacred Worth. 

Sil. What heavenly voice is this that follows me / 
This is the second time 't has waited on me, 

Since I was arm*d, and ready for the battle: 

It names me often, steels my heart with courage 
And in a thousand sweet notes comforts me. 

Enter Belvidere, deformed as an old Woman. 

What beldam’s this ? How old she is, and ugly I 
Why does she follow me ? 

Bel. Be not dismay’d, son; 

I wait upon thee for thy ^ood and honour: 

Twas I that now sung to thee, stirr’d thy mind up. 
And raised thy spirits to the pitch of nobleness. 

; Sil. Though she be old, and of a crooked car¬ 
case. 

Her voice is like the harmony of angels. 

Bel. Thou art my darling; all my love dwells 
on thee. 

The son of Virtue ! therefore I attend thee. 
Inquire not what I am; 1 come to serve thee ; 
For if thou be’st inquisitive, thou hast lost me. 

A thousand long miles hence my dwelling is, 
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Deep in a cave, where, but mine own, no foot 
treads; 

There, by mine art, I found what danger, Silvio, 
And deep distress of heart, thou wert grown into; 
A thousand leagues I have cut through empty air, 
Ear swifter than the sading rack^ that gallops 
Upon the wings of angry \vindi>, to seek thee. 
Sometimes o'er a swelling tide, 

On a dolphin’s back I nde ; 

Sometimes pass the eaith below, 

And ihrough the unmoved centre go; 
Sometimes in a tlaine of fire, 

Like a meteor I aspire ; 

Sometimes in mine own shape, thus, 

When I help the virtuous : 

Men of honourable minds, 

Command my art in all his kinds : 

Pursue the noble thought of war ; 

From thy guard I’ll not he far, 

CJet thee worship on thy foe ; 

Lasting fame is gotten so. 

Single Sienna’s Duke alone ; 

Hear thy friends, thy country groan. 

And with thy manly arm strike sure; 

Then thou hast wrought thine own free cure. 
Sil, Some sybil sure, some soul Heaven loves, 
and favours, 

And lends her their free powers to work their 
wonders 1 

How she incites my courage! 

Bei, Silvio, 

I knew thee many days ago; 

Foresaw thy love to Belvidere, 

The duchess’ daughter, and her heir; 


3 RackJ] See a note on The Faithful Shepheidcss, vol, IV. p. 
131. 

VOL. IX. Z 
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Knew she loved thee, and know what past, 
When you were found i* th’ castle fast 
In one another’s arms; foresaw 
The taking of you, and the law; 

And so thy innocence I loved, 

The deepest of my skill I proved; 

Be ruled by me; for, to this hour, 

I have dwelt about thee with my power. 

SiL I will, and in the course of all observe thee .* 
for thou art sure an angel good sent to me. 

BeL Get thee gone then to the fight! 

Longer stay but robs thy right: 

When thou grow’st weary, I’ll be near; 

Then think on beauteous Belviderc ! 

For every precious thought of her 
Will lend tliine honour a new spur.'* 

When all is done, meet here at night; 

Go, and be happy in the fight! [Ed'if. 

SiL I certainly believe I shall do nobly; 

And that Til bravely reach at too, or die. 

[E.reufii, 

■V 

^ ril lend thine honpur»} The vaiiatiojn proposed by SNrnpson. 
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SCENE III. 


Fioretice. A Room in the House o/*Lopez. 


Enter Claudio with a JVallet, a7id Penurio. 

Clau, Is she so loving still ? 

Pen. She is mad with love. 

As mad as ever unworm’d dog was, signor;® 

And does so weep, and ^urse, for your prevention. 
Your crosses in your love—it frets me too; 

I am fall'll away to nothing, to a spindle, 

Grown a mere man of mat, no soul within me : 
Pox o* my master ! Sir, will that content you ? 
Clau. This rogue but cozens me, and she ne¬ 
glects me; [^Asidc. 

Upon my life, there are some other gamestcis, 
Nearer the wind than I, and that prevents me.—• 
Is there no other holds acquaintance with her ? 
(Pr’ythee he true, be honest; do not mock me; 
Thou know’st her heart) no former interest 
She has vow’d a favour to, and cannot handsomely 
Go otf, but by regaining such a friendship ^ 

There are a thousand handsome men, young, 
wealthy, 

That will not stick at any rate, nor danger. 

To gain so sweet a prize ; nor can 1 blame her, 

* As 7nad as ever unworra'd doguffs, ngnor ] The vulgar prac¬ 
tice of worming a dog (that is, cutting a vein under his tongue) to 
prerent his running mad, is not entirely obsolete. 
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If, where she finds a comfort, she deal cunningly ; 
1 am a stranger vet. 

Pen. Vou arc all she looks for; 

And, if there he any other, she neglects all, 

Aiul all for you : I would you saw how grievously 

AiKl’with what hourly lamentations- 

Clan. [ know thou flatter’st me; tell me but 
trull'. - 

Look here, look well; the best meat in the duke¬ 
dom, 

The rarest, and the choicest of all diets ! 

This will 1 give thee, but to satisfy me, 

(That is, not to dissemble) this rare lobster, 

This pheasant of the sea, this dish for princes, 
And all this thou shalt enjoy, cat all thyself; 
Have good (ireck wine, or any thing belongs to t, 
A wench, if it desire one. * 

Pen. All this, signor.? 

Clan. All, and a greater far than this- 

Pen. A greater? 

Clan. If thou deserve by telling truth. 

Pen. A wench too ? 

Clan, Or any thing; but if you play the knave 
now, 

The cozening knave, besides the loss of this, 

(In Mdiicli thou hast parted with a paradise) 

I ne’er will give thee meat more, not a morsel ; 
No smell of meat, by my means, shall come near 
thee. 

Nor name of any thing that’s nourishing; 

15ut to thy old part, Tantalus, again 

Thou shalt return, and there snap at a shadow! 

Pen. Upon this point, had I intended treason. 
Or any thing might call my life in question, 
Follow’d with all the tortures time could think on, 
(Clive me but time to eat this lovely lobster, 
lliis alderman o’ tli’ sea, and give me wine to him) 
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♦ 

I would reveal all; and if that all were too little. 
More than 1 knew. Bartello holds in with hei, 
The captain of the citadel; hut you need not tear 
him, 

His tongue^s the stiflest weapon that he can les. 
He’s old and out of use: Theie arc son.c other, 
Men young enough, handsome, and bold enough. 
Could they come to make their game once; but 
tliey want, sir, 

They want the mule tjuare^ they’re laid by then. 
You only aie the man shall knock the nail in — - 

'Enter Baiitlllo. 

Bart, How now, Penuiio" 

Ben, Your worship’s fairly met, sii.— 

You shall heai fuithci fiom me: Steal aside, sir. 
Clan, licmembci }our mastci foi those chains. 

[El it . 

Pen. They are leady, sir. 

Bai't. What young thing’s this ? By his liabit 
he’s a merchant; 

I fear he trades my way too.—You diied dog-fish, 
What bait was that ? 

Pen, Who, sir ? the thing went hence now ? 

A notable young whelp-- 

Bart, To what end, sirrah? 

Pen, Came to buy chains and rings, is to be mar- 
lied ; 

All ass, a coxcomb! ha*- nothing in his house, sir. 
I warrant, you think lie came to see my mistress ? 
Bari , I doubt it shrewdly. 

Pen, Away, away, ’tis foolish! 

He has not the face to look upon a gentlewoman ; 
A poor skimm’d thing! his mother’s maids are 
fain, sir, 
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To teach him how to kiss; and, against he’s mar¬ 
ried, 

To shew him on which side the stirrop stands. 
Bart, That is a fine youth. 

Pen. Thou wouldst bang thyself, [Aside, 
That thou hadst half his power, thou empty pot* 
gun. 

Bart. Am I come fit, Penurio ? 

Pen As fit as a fiddle ; 

My master’s now abroad about his business. 

Bart. When thou earnest to me home to-day, I 
half suspected 

My wife was jealous, that she whisper’d to thee. 
Pen. You deserve well the whilst.—There’s no 
such matter; 

She talk’d about some toys my master must bring 
to her, 

You must not know of 
Bart. I'll take no note, Penurio. 

Pen. No, nor you shall not, till you have it 
soundly. [Aside, 

This is the bravest capitano pompo t 
But 1 shall pump you anon, sir. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isab . Oh, my Bartello ! 

Bart. You pretty rogue, you little rogue, you 
sweet rogue!— 

Away, Penurio; go and walk i’ th’ Horse-Fair. 
Isab. You do not love me. 

Bart, Thou liest, thou little rascal!— 

There, sirrah; to your centry! [Gives money. 
Pen. How the colt itches! 

I’ll help you to a curry-comb shall claw you. 

[Exit. 

Isab, And how much dost thou love me ? 
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Bart. Let’s go in quickly ; 

I’ll tell thee presently, I’ll measure it to thee. 
Isab. No busses first? Sit o’my knee, niybiave 

My valiant boy ! Do not look so fiercely on me; 
Thou wilt fright me with thy face. Come, buss 
again, chick! 

Smile in my face, you mad thing! 

Bart, I am mad, indeed, wench; 

Tiecious! I am all o’ fire. 

Isab. ril warm thee better. 

Bart. I’ll warm thee too, or I’ll blow out my 
bellows; 

Ha, you sweet rogue, you loving rogue! a boy 
uow, 

A soldier I will get, shall prove a fellow. 

Enter Jaquenet a}td Penurio. 

Jaq, Mistress, look to yourself; my master’s 
coming! 

Bart, The devil come and go with him! 

Pen, The devil’s come indeed; he brings your 
wife, sir. 

Isab, We are undone, undone then! 

Baiq. My wife with him ? 

Why, this is a dismal day. 

Pen, They are hard by too, sir. 

Burt, I must not, dare not see her. 
hub. Nor my husband, 

For twenty thousand pound. 

Bart* That I were a cat now, 

Or any thing could run into a bench-hole 1 
Saint Anthony’s fiie upon the rogue has brought 
her! 

Where shall I be ?—Just in the nick o* th’ matter ’ 
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When I had her at my mercy!—Think, for Hea¬ 
ven’s sake ! 

My wife? All the wild furies hell has- 

Pm. Up the chimney ! 

Parf. The}’ll smoke me out there presently, 
/salf. TJiere, there, it must be there, 

We di c all undone else; it must be up the chimney. 
Ju/r/. Give me a ladder. 

You must use your art, sir ; 

Alas, wc have no ladders. 

Bari. Pox o’ thy husband! 

Does he never mend his house ? 

Pen. No, nor himself neither. 

Up nimbly, sir, up nimbly I 
Bar/. Thou know’st I am fat, 

Thou merciless lean rogue. 

Pe? 2 . Will you be kill’d? 

For if he take you- 

Bar/. Lend me thy shoulder. 

[Creejfs up the chimney^ 

Pm. Soft, sir 1 

You’ll tread my shoulder-bones into my sides cist. 
Have you fast hold o’ th’ bars ? 

Bart. A vengeance bar ’em ! 

Jsab. Patience, good captain, patience; quickly 
quickly ! 

Bart. Do you think I am made of smoke ^ 

Pen. Now he talks of smoke, 

What if my master should call for fire ? 

Bart. Will you martyr me ? 

Jsab. He must needs have it. 

Bar/. Will you make me bacon ? 

Isab. We’ll do the best we can.—Are all things 
ready ? 

Pen. All, all; I have ’em all. 

Isab. Go let ’em in then.*^ [Ejnt Penurio. 

^ Bar. Go let ’an ai, ^’C.] Th»‘ change of the speakers here is 



Scene III.] WOMEN PLEASED 


Not a word now on your life! 

Bart» 1 hang like a meteor. 

Enter Lope/ and Rodope, 

Lf^yez, Yon are welcome, lady. 

Rod. You aie too, too couiteoiis; 

But I shall indkc aintnds. Fair Isabella- 

hab W cicomc, iny woilhy fiiend, most kindly 
welcome! 

Rod I hear oii*t, and I’ll fit him for his foolery. 
Lopez. Some sweet-meats, wife; some sweet¬ 
meats presently! 

Bari. Oh, iny sour sauce ! 

Lopez. Away quick, Isabella. Isabella. 

Did >ou hcai him ? 

Rod. \ c\ yes, perfectly; proceed, sir. 
l^optz, Sjieak loud enough.—Dare y ou at length 
but pity me ? 

Rod. ’Faith, sir, you have used so many leasons 
to me, 

And those so powerfully- 

Lopez. Keep this kiss for me. 

Bart. And do I stand and hear this ? 

Rod. This for me, sir. 

This is some comfort now: Alas, my husband-— 
But u by do I think of so poor a fellow, 

So wi etched, so debosh’d V 

Bart. That’s I: I am bound to hear it 
Rod. I dare not lie with him, he is so rank a 
wh ore-master- 

from Mr Theobald^s margin. The reader Mill easily see the ne 
cessity of it.—‘Sampson. 

^ Debosfid.'l way of spelling and pronouncing debauch* 

'd. which the modern editors silently substitute. 
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Lopez^ And that’s a dangerous point. 

Rod, Upon my conscience, sir, 

He would stick a thousand base diseases on me. 
Bart. And now must I say nothing! 

Loptz. I am sound, lady. 

Rod. That’s it that makes me love you. 

Lopez, Let’s kiss again then ! 

Rod. Do, do ! 

Bart. Do ? the devil 
And the grand pox do with you ! 

Do you hear him ? well- 

Enter Penurio and Isabella. 

Now, wliat’s the news with you ^ 

Pen, The sound of war, sir, 

Comes still along: The duke will charge the city; 
We have lost, they say. 

Lopez, What shall become of me, then, 

And my poor wealth? 

Bart, Even hang’d, I hope. 

Rod, Remove your jewels presently and what 
You have of wealth, into the citadel; 

There all’s secure. 

Lopez, I humbly thank you, lady.— 

Penurio, get me some can climb the chimney, 
For there my jewels are, my best, my richest; 

I hid ’em, fearing such a blow. 

Pen, Most happily 

I have two boys that use to sweep fouled chimnies ; 
Truly I brought ’em, sir, to mock your worship. 
For the great fires you keep, and the full diet. 
Lopez. I forgive thee, knave. Where are they ? 
Pen. Here, sir, here. 
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Enter two Boys, 

Monsieur Black, will your small worship mount ? 

1 Boy. Madam, h be com to creep up into your 
chimney, and make you 

Cleane as any lady m de world: Ma litla, litla 
frera, and h, 

Chanta, frere, chanta. [Boy sings. 

Pen. Come, monsieur, mounte, mounts! mount, 
]\Ionsicur Mustaid-pot 1® [Boy sings, 

1 Boy. Monsieur, e have dis for votra barba, 
pie ta vou, monsieur. 

Pen. Mounte, monsieur, mounte; dere be some 
fine tings-—— 

1 Boy. Me will creep like de ferret, monsieur, 

[Creeps up. 

Pen. Dere in de chimney. 

[The Boy above dnoing, 

1 Boy. Here be de sheilde due shanson, madam. 

[Boy goes m behind the arras. 

Pen. There’s a bird’s nest; I would have you 
climb it, monsieur: 

Up, my fine singing monsieur. That’s a fine mon¬ 
sieur ! 

Lopez. Watch him, he do not steal. 

Pen. 1 warrant you, sir. 

Lopez, These boys arc knavish. 

Pen. rU look to him tithly.® 

Boy, [Ji Uhm.'] Madam, here be de rat, de rat, 
madam I 


« Mustard-pot."] See above, p. 3 J 2. From the present scene, 
it might be inferred that the chininey-sweepeis in oui authors’ 
da>s\vere gencially French ,—an inference, however, foi which we 
are not aware of any other authority. 

T%thlif.] i.e. Tightly, as the latter editions lead silently. 


4 
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Enter Bartei lo, 'nith the Boy singing on his 

Shoulder. 

Lopez. Lord ! what comes here ? 

A walking apparition ? 

Isah. Saint Christopher! 
liod Mercy o’ me, what is it ? 

How like niy husband it looks ! 

Bart. (}et you down, devil; 

I’ll break your neck else. Was ever man thus 
chinmiecl ? 

Lopez. Go, pay the boys well; see them sati'^ficd. 
Pen, Come, Monsieur Devils ; come, my black- 
ben ies ! 

I’ll butter you o’ both sides. 

Boy, Adieu, madamc! adieu, madainc! 

\Exeinit Pen u RIO ami Tuyt. 
Isab, Nay, even look, sir. Are you cool’d now, 
captain ? 

Bart. I am cuckolded, and fool’d lo boot too ’ 
Fool’d fearfully, fool’d shamefully. 

Lopez You are welcome, sir. 

I am glad I have any thing within these doors, sii, 
To make you merry. You love my wife, I thank 
you; ^ 

You have shew’d your love. 

Bart, Wife, am 1 this ? this odd matter. 

This monstrous thing? 

Rod. You ought, but yet you are not: 

I have been bold with you, sir, but yet not basely; 
As I have faith, 1 have not. 

Lopez. Sir, believe it. 

Twas all meant but to make you feel your tres¬ 
pass ; 

We knew your hour, and all this fashion’d for it. 
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Were you o’ th’ plot too ? 

/ay/ 6. Yes, by niy troth, sweet captain. 

Bart. You will forgive me, wife ? 
liod. You will deserve it? 

Bart, Put that to tlf venture. 

Rod, Tljvis am 1 friends again then; 

And, as you ne’er had gone astray, thus kiss you. 
Bart. And I’ll kiss you ; and you, too, ask for¬ 
giveness. 

Kiss my \v ife, T^opez ; ’tis but in jest, remember. 
And now, all fi lends together to my castle, 
’NV'hcie we’ll all dine, and there discourse these 
stories ; 

And let him be chimney-swept, in’s lust that glo¬ 
ries ! \BxtunU 


SCENE IV. 


The Country. 


Enter Silvio «?///Belvidere, severally. 

St/. Hail, leverend dame ! Heaven wait upon 
thy studies ! 

Bel. You are well met, son. What, is the battle 
ended ? 

Sil. Mother, ’tis done. 

Bel. How has thy honour prosper’d ? 

Sil. The duchess has the day; Sienna’s prisoner; 

Arm’d with thy powerful art, this arm dismounted 
him, 
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Received him then on foot, and in fair valour 
Foiced him mine own: This jewel i took from him, 
(It hung upon his casque)* the victors tiiumph; 
And to the duchess now a prisoner 
I have lendcicd him ; come oflf again unknown, 
mother. 

Bel ’Tis well done: Let me see the jewel, son! 
Tis a rich one, curious set, 

Fit a prince’s burgonet* 

This lich token late was sent 
Ry the duchess, with intent 
The marriage next day to begin. 

Dost thou know what’s hid within? 

[ Opens the jetocU 

Wipe thine eyes, and then come near; 

See the beauteous Belvideie! 

Now behold it. 

Sil. Oh, my saint! 

BeL Weai it nobly; do not faint. 

Sil, How blest am 1 in tins rich spoil, this pic- 
tuie! 

For ever will I keep it hcie, here, mother, 


* —-— This jewel I took from ///»*, 

It hung upon his casque.] i liis passage confirms Mr Gitlord^ 
obser\ation, that “ our ancestoii* gave the name oijewel mi so 
much to a single stone as to a cluster of them set in oidei b) the 
lapidary.” In the prestnt instance it contained the picture ol Bcl- 
videre, which was only seen on touching a spring by which the co¬ 
ver opened, and was worn on the lasque or helmet. 

• A piincessc burgonet,1 Coriected by Sympson, A burgonet 
is a helmet. So m Heywood’s Tour Prentices of London: 

** Whilst you intend the walls shall my bard horse 
Give a brave onset, shivering all their pikes, 

Armed witli their giieves and maces and broad swords, 
Proot cuirasses and open bwganets%* 



Scene IV.] WOMEN PLEASED. 


367 


For ever honour it: How oft, how chastely 
Have I embraced the life of this, and kiss’d it! 
BcL The day draws on that thou must home 
return, 

And make thy answer to the duchess’ question; 

I know it troubles thee; for if thou fail in’t- 

Sil. Oh, I must die ! 

Bel Fear not, fear not; Pll be nigh ! 

Cast thy tiouble on my back! 

Art noi cunning shall not lack, 

To pieserve thee, still to keep 
What thy envious foemen seek. 

Go boldly home, and let thy mind 
No distrustful ciosses find ! 

All shall liappen for the best; 

Souls walk through sorrows that are blest, 
Sil. '^rhen I go confident. 

Bd. But first, my son, 

* A thankful service must be done : 

The good old woman for her pain, 

When every thing stands fair again, 

Must ask a poor boon, and that granting, 
Theic’s nothing to thy journey wanting. 

Sil, Except the trial of my soul to mischief, 
And, as I am a knight, and love mine honour, 

I grant it, whatsoever-- 

Bel. Thy pure soul 
Shall never sink for me, nor howl. 

Sil, Then any thing, 

Bel, When 1 shall ask, remember! 

Sil. If I forget, Heaven’s goodness forget me! 
Bel, On thy journey then awhile! 

To the next cross-way and stile 
ni conduct thee; keep thee true, 

To thy mistress and thy vow, 
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Arid, let all their envies fall! 

I’ll be with thee, and quench all. [ExcunU 


ACT V. SCENE L 


Florencf, A liomii in the Palace, 


'Enter Duchess^ Duke of Sienna prisonery and 
I Lords, 

Duke, Lady, the stubborn war’s more mild than 
^ oil are. 

That allows ransom, and, the prisoner taken- 

Duck, We must not be too hasty ; Remember, 
sir, 

The wronjjf and violence you have offer’d ns ; 
Burnt up our frontier towns, made prey before you 
Both of our beasts and corn ; slain our dear sub- 
jects; 

Open’d the fountain eyes of thousand widows, 
That daily fling their curses on your fury: 

What onlinary satisfaction can salve this ? 

What hasty-thought-on ransom give a remedy? 
You must excuse us yet; we’ll take more counsel: 
In the mean time, not as a prisoner, 

But as a noble prince, we entertain you. 

Duke, 1 am at your mercy, lady ,* ’tis my fortune, 

6 
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My stubboin fate ' tlie day is yours, you have-mc; 
The \alour of one single man has cross’d me, 
Cross’d me and all my hope; for when the battles 
Were at the hottest game of all their furies, 

(And conquest ready then to ciown me victoi) 
One single man broke in, one swoid, one ’virtue, 
(And by his gicat example thousands follow’d) 
Oh, how I shame to think on’t! how it shakes me! 
Nor could our stiongest head then stop his fiiiy, 
But, like a tempest, boie the field bcfoie him. 

Till he anived at me; with me he buckled; 

A while I held him play ; at length his violence 
Beat me fiom my saddle, then on foot pursued me. 
There tnumph’d once again, then took me pii- 
sonei ; 

When I was gone, a feai possess’d my people. 
J)u(/i. One single tvini, in a just cause. Heaven 
])iospe>s.— 

Is not this stiangei-laiight as yet discover’d, 

That wc may give hia viituc a due honour^ 

Lord. Not yet, that wc hear, madam ; but to 
that puipose 

Two days ago wc jiublish’d pioclamations 

Enter ISoio tti/Zr a Tt umpety and Sirvjo. 

Soto. Oil, dainty Duchess, here I biing that 
knight 

Bcloie thy fi igiaiit face that warlike wight, 

Jlc that Siennas <luke, and all his louts. 

Beat (as the pioveib sLcmly says) to clouts; 
lie that unhoised the man of fame to boot. 

And bootless taught bis grace to walk a-foot; 

He that your wiitings, pack’d to evciy pillar. 
Promised piomotion to, and store of siller; 

That \ei\ man I set before thv grace, 

And once again pronounce, this man it was. 

VOL. IX. 2 a 
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Duch, A pretty foolish squire! what must the 
knight be? 

Duke, Some juggler, or some madman. 

Sil. I was not so, 

When thy faint troops in flocks I beat before me; 
When, through the thickest of thy warlike horse, 
I shot myself even to thy standard, Duke, 

And there found thee, there singled thee, there 
shew’d thee 

The temper of my sword. ’Tis true, thou stood’st 
me, 

And, like a noble soldier, bidst me welcome; 

And this I’ll say, more honour in that arm 
I found and tried, than all thy army carried; 
What follows, thy imprisonment can tell thee. 

Duke, His fair relation carries truth and virtue; 
And by those arms I see, (for such were his, 

So old, so rusty) this may be he that forced me. 
Sil, Do you know this jewel ? from your casque 
I rent it. 

Even as I closed, and forced you from your saddle : 
Do you now remem’ber me ? 

Duke, This is the valour, 

Madam; for certain he; it must be he; 

That day I wore this jewel; You remember it ? 
Duck, Yes, very well: Not long before, I sent it 
Duke, That day I lost thisjewel, in tight I lost it; 
I felt his strokes, and felt him take it from me; 

I wore it in my casque. Take it again, sir; 

You won it nobly, ’tis the prize of honour. 

Soto, My father and myself are made for ever ’ 
Duck. Kneel down, brave sir. Thus, my kniglit 
first I raise you;— 

Gird on a sword—next, general of my army;— 
Give him a staff—last, one in counsel near me. 
Now, make us happy with your sight—How ! 

Silvio ? [Silvio discovers himself. 
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Have I on thee bestow’d this love, this honour ? 
The treasons thou hast wrought set off with fa¬ 
vours ? 

Unarm him presently !—Oh, thou foul traitor, 
Traitor to me, mine honour, and iny country, 

Thou kindler of these wars- sekp him. 

Sit. Mistake not, madam ! 

Duck. Away with him to prison, 

See him safe kept.—The law shall shortly, sirrah, 
Find fitter titles for you than I gave you. 

Soto. This is the youth that kill’d me; I’ll be 
quit with him. 

What a blind rogue was I, I could never know 
him ! 

An’t please your grace, I claim the benefit 
Of tlie proclamation that proclaim’d him traitor, 

I brought him in. 

Dnch. Thou shalt have thy reward for’t. 

Soto. Let liim be bang’d or drown’d then. 
Diich. A^^ay with him ! 

Sd. Madam, 1 crave your promise fust; you 
are tied to it, 

You have pass’d your princely w^ord. 

Ditch. Prove it, and take it. 

Sit. This Is. the day appointed. 

Appointed by your grace, for my appearance< 

To answer to the question. 

Duch. I remember it. 

Sit. 1 claim it then. 

Duch. If you perform it not. 

The penalty you claim too. 

Sit. I not repent it. 

If I absolve the words- 

Duch. Your life is free then. 

You have drawn a speedy course, above my wishes, 
To my revenge : Be sure you hit it right, 
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Or I’ll be sure you shall not ’scape the danger. 
Sii. My rest is up now, madam.^ 

Duck. Then play it cunningly. 

SiL Now, where’s the hag ? where now are all 
her promise* 

She would be with me, strengthen me, inform me- 
My death will now be double death, ridiculous. 
She was wont still to be near, to feel my miseiics. 
And with her art—I see her no where iiou ! 

What have I undeitaken ? Now she fails me; 
No comfort now I find ; how my soul stajTi>cis 1 
Till this hour never fear noi doubt possess’d me: 
She cannot come, she will not come, she has fool d 
me, 

Suie she’s the devil, has cliawn me bn to min, 
And now to death bequeaths me in my danger! 
Duke, fic stands distiacted, and his colour 
changes. 

Ditch. I have given him that will make his Iilood 
foisake him, 

Shortly his life. 

Duke. His hands and contemplation 

s My rest is up.l Iiom the duchess’s answci, this appeiis to be 
a phrase used at some kind of gmie. So m (^huich)aid’s Chal¬ 
lenge, p. 62 :—“ On which tesolution tl.c souldier stls up //rs 
and commonly hazards tho winnrn; or loosing ot as gieat a thing 
as life may be worth,” &c. Again, p. 115, 

“ Spoyle brings home plagues to wife and children both, 
When husband hath at pla^ set up his nst.^’-^lietd. 

The phiase is of double import, and both meanings may be al 
luded to. It applied sometimes to tho test ot an ancient nius- 
quet, which was fixed in the ground, and on which tlie niusiiucloer, 
or arquebusier, leaned his piece during the Action, 'lliis was pio- 
Miably theoiiginal meaning of the phiase, but it afteiwaids was 
used in the sense of “ My stake is laid," at primoro and other 
games. Both meanings have been alaady fully explained ; the tor- 
mei, vol, II. p. 185, and the latter, vol. Y. p. 274. 
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Have motion still; the rest is earth already.' 
Dur//. Come, will you speak, or pray ? Your 
time grows out, sir.— 

How every where he looks ! He’s at last cast. 

Enter Belvidere, disguisedf who secretly ghe’s him 
i a Paperj and exit. 

Duke. His colour comes again fresh, 

Diah. Tis a flash, sir, 

Before the flame burns out.—Can you yet answer.^ 
Sil. Yes, madam, now I can. 

Dtich. I fear you’ll fail in’t. 

Yz/. And do not think my silence a presage, 

Or omen to my end ; you shall not find it ; 

[ am hied a soldier, not an oiator. 

Madam, pci use this scroll; let that speak for me, 
And, as you are loyal, wrong not the construc¬ 
tion • 

Ditch. By Heaven, you shall have fair play! 

Sil. I shall look foi’t. [Read^ 

QUESTION. 

Tell me what is that only thing, 

For which all women long ; 

Yet having what they most desire, 

To have tt does them wrong ^ 

ANSWER. 

Th not to he chaste, nor fair, 

(Such gifts malice may impair) 

Richly trimnid,^ to walk or ride, 

Or to wanton unespied ; 

* tiimm'd.] i. c. IXkhhi td. I7r8. See p.326 

ol ihib volume. 
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To preserve an honest name, 

And iO to give it up to fame; 

These are toys. In good or ill. 

They desire to have their will: 

Yet, xohen they have it, they abuse it. 

For they know mt how to use it: 

Duch. You have answer’d right, and gain’d youx 
life; 1 give it, 

SiL Oh, happy hag !—But, my most gracious 
madam, 

Your promise tied a nobler favour to me. 

Duch. ’Tis true; my daughter too. 

Sil, I hope you’ll keep it. 

Duc/t. Tis not in my power now ; she is long 
since wander’d, 

Stol’n from the court and me; and what I have not 
T cannot give. No man can tell me of her. 

Nor no search find her out ; and if not Silvio, 

Which strongly I believe-- 

Sil. Mock me not, lady ! 

For, as 1 am a servant to ,her virtue, 

Since my first hour of exile, I ne’er saw her ! 
Zord, Th^t she is gone, ’tis too, too true, and 
lamentable: 

Our last hope was in you. 

Sil. What do I hear then. 

And wherefore have 1 life bestow’d and honour ? 
To what end do I walk, for men to wonder at, 
And fight, and fool ? Pray you take your honours 
from me, 

(My sorrows are not fit companions for ’em) 

And, when you please, my life.—Art thou gone, 
mistress ? 

And wander’st Heaven knows where ? This vow 
I make thee. 

That till I find thee out, and see those fair eyes, 
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Those eyes that shed their lights and life into me, 
Never to know a friend, to seek a kindred, 

To rest where pleasure dwells, and painted glory; 
13ut through the world, the wide world, thus to 
wander, 

The wretched world, alone, no comfort with me; 
But the mere meditations of thy goodness ! 
Honour and greatness, thus adieu! 

Enter Belvidere, disguised as before, 

Jitl. Stay, Silvio! 

And, lady, sit again ! I come for justice. 

SiL What would she now ? 

Bel, To claim thy promise, Silvio; 

The boon thou swor’st to give me. 

Duke. What may this be ^ 

\ woman or a devil ? 

Duck. ’Tis a witch, sure; 

\iid by her means he came to untwist this riddle. 
SiL That I am bound to her for my life, mine 
honour, 

\nd many other thousand ways for comfort, 

1 heic confess; confess a promise too. 

That what she would ask me to requite these fa¬ 
vours, 

Within the endeavour of my life to grant, 

I would; and here I stand, my word’s full master. 
Bd, I v/isli no moie!—Great lady, witness with 
me : 

The boon I crave for all my service to thee. 

Is now to be thy wife, to grant me marriage. 

Sil. How I for to marry thee ? Ask again, wo¬ 
man ;— 

Thou wilful woman, ask again ! 

Bd, No more, sir. 

Sil, Ask land, and life ! 
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JSa/. I ask thee, for a husband. 

Marry her, and beat her into gunpowder ; 
She would make rare crackers. 

Si/. Ask a better foi tune; 

Thou art too old to marry ; I a soldier, 

And always inaiiied to my sword. ' 

Be/. TJiy word, fool! 

Break that, and I’ll break all thy fortunes yet! 
Ditch. He shall not; 

I am witness to his faith, and I’ll compel it. 
Duke. ’Tis fit you hold your word, sir. 

Si/ Oh, most wretched ! 

Diich. This was a fortune now beyond my wishca, 
For now my daughter’s free, if e’er I find her. 
Duke. But not from me. 

Duch, You are sharer in this happiness. 

Myself will wait upon this marriage. 

And do the old woman all the honour possible. 
Duke, ril lead the knight; and what there wants 
■ in dalliance. 

We’ll take it out in drink. 

Si/. Oh, wretched Silvio ’ \Eieunt. 


SCENE II. 


A Room in the House of Lopez. 


Enler Lopkz and Isabella. 

Lopez. Hast thou sent for liim ? 

Isa!). Yes. 

Lopez. A young man, say’st thou ? 
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Isab. Yes, very young, and very amorousi 
Lopei. And handsome ? 
hah. As the town affords. 

Lopez. And dar’st thou 
He so far good, and mistress of thine honour. 

To slight these ? 

Isab. For my husband's sake, to curse ’em ; 
And, since you have made me mistress of my for¬ 
tune, 

Ncvei to point at any joy, but husband. 

1 could have cozen’d you; but so much I love you. 
And now so much I weigh the estimation 

Of an unspotted wife-- 

Lopez. 1 dare believe thee ; 

And never more shall doubt torment my spirit. 

Enter Penluio, drunk. 

Isab. How now, Penurio ? 

Pen. The thing is coming, mistress. 

Lope^. I’ll take my standing. [Exit. 

Pen Do, and I’ll take mine. 

Jhab. Where didst thou leave him ? 

Pen. I left him in a cellar, 

Where he has paid me tightly, paid me home, 
mistress; 

We had an hundred and fifty healths to you, sweet 
mistress, 

And threescore and ten damnations to my master. 
Mistress, shall I speak a foolish word to you? 

Isab. What's that, Penurio?— 

The fellow’s drunk. 

Pe7i. I would fain know your body. 

Isab. How’s that? how’s that, pr’ythcc? 

Pen. I would know it carnally ; 

I would conglutinate. 

Isab. The reason, siirah."' 
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Pen. -Lobster, sweet mistress, lobster ! 

Isab. Thy master hears. 

Pen. Lobster, sweet master, lobster! 

Jsab. Thou’rt the most precious rogue. 

Enter Claudio. 

Pen. Most precious lobster ! 

Isab. Do you see who's here ? Go sleep, you 
drunken rascal! 

Pen. Remember you refuse me, arm’d in lob¬ 
ster ! 

Isab. Oh, my lost Rugio! welcome, welcome, 
welcome ! 

A thousand welcomes here I’ll seal. 

Clau. Pray you stay, lady : 

Do you love me ever at this rate ? or is the fit now, 
By reason of some wrong done by your husband, 
More fervent on you ? 

' Isab. Can I chusc but love thee ? 

Thou art my martyr; thou hast suffered for me, 
My sweet, sweet Rugio! 

Clau. Do you do this seriously? 

’Tis true, I would be entertain’d thus. 

Isab. These are nothing, 

No kisses, no embraces, no endearments, 

To those- 

Clau. Do what you will. 
hob. Those that shall follow. 

Those 1 will crown our love withal. Why sigh you 
Why look you sad, my dear one ? 

Clau. Nay, ’faith, nothing; 

But inethinks so sweet a beauty as yours shews 
to me. 

And such an innocence as you may make it. 
Should hold a longer siege. 

hab. Ha ! you speak truth, sir. 
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Ciau, I would not have it so. 

Isalt. And now methinks, 

Now 1 consider truly what becomes me, 

1 have been cozen’d, fearfully abused, 

My reason blinded- 

Clau. Nay, I did but jest with you. 

Jsab. ril take you at your word, and thank you 
for’t, sir; 

And now, I see no sweetness in that person. 
Nothing to stir me to abuse a husband, 

To ruin my fair fame- 

Ciau. Good Isabella I 

Isab. No handsome man, no any thing to dote on; 
No face, no tongue to catch me; poor at all points, 
And I an ass ! 

Clau. Why do you wrong me, lady ? 

If I u ere thus, and had no youth upon me; 

My service of so mean a way to win you; 

(Which you yourself are conscious must deserve 
you, 

If you had thrice the beauty you possess, must 
reach you) 

If in my tongue your fame lay wreck’d, and min’d 
With every cup I drink; if in opinion’ 

I were a lost, defaitied man—But this is common. 
Where we love most, where most we stake our 
fortunes, 

There least and basest we’re rewarded! Fare 
you well! 

Know now, J hate you too as much, contemn you, 

And weigh my credit at as high a value-- 

Isab. May be I did but jest. 


^ Opinion.} i. e. Reputation. So in Middleton’s A Mad Woild, 
viy Masters: — 

“ Who gets the opinion of a virtuous name, 

May sin at plcasuie, and ne’er think ol fame.’’ 
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Clau. You are a woman ; 

And now 1 see your wants, and mine own follies 
And task myself with indiscretion, 

For doting on a face so poor ! 

Jsah. Say you so, sii ^ \Andc, 

J must not lose my end.—I did but jest with you. 
Only fool'd thus to try your faith : My Rugio, 
Do you think 1 could forget? 

Clan. Nay, 'tis no matter. 

Imh, Ib’t possdjlc I should forsake a constancy. 
So strong, so good, so sweet - 
Clau. A subtle woman ! 

Isah. You shall forgive me, 'twas a tuck to ti\ 
you : 

And, were I sure you loved me- 

Clau. Do you doubt iiow^ 

•' 

I^ab. I do not doubt; but he that would pio- 
fess this, 

And bear that full affection you make show of 

Should do- 

Clan. What should I do ? 

Jsab. I cannot shew you. 

Clau. [Apart.1 Ell try thee, damned’st devil ’ - • 
liai k ye, lady ! 

No man shall dare do moie, nt> scivicc top me 
I’ll marry yon^ 

Jsab. How, sir? 

Clau. Your husband’s sentenced, 

And he shall die- 

Ji^ab. Die ? 

Clau. Die for ever to you , 

The danger is mine own. 
hab. Die, did you tell me? 

Clau. He shall die; I have cast the way. 
hah. Oh, foul man, 

Malicious, bloody man • 
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Enter Lopez. 

I.opez. When shall*he die, sir? 

Pv whom, and how ? 

'Clati. Hast thou betray’d me, woman? 

Jsab» Base man, thou woiildst liave ruin’d me, 
my name too, 

And, like a load, poison’d my virtuous memory! 
riiuber than all this, dost thou see this fiiend iiere, 
This only friend?—Shame take thy hist and thee, 
Aiui sliake thy soul! — His life, the life 1 love thus, 
My life in him, my only life, thou aim’st at! 

Clan. Am I cateh’d thus r 

Lopez. The law slnill catch you better. 

J^ab. You make a trade of betraying women’s 

honoiii.N, 

And think it noble in you to be lustful! 

Hej)ort of jiie heieaftei- 

CUiii. Fool’d thus finely ? 

Ltyez. I must entreat you walk, sir, to the jus¬ 
tice ; 

\V here, if he’ll bid you kill me- 

Clan. Pray stay a while, sir j 
1 must use a player’s shift— Y^Hirmcs off' his dis~ 
}i,uise .\—Do you know me now, lady? 
Lopez, Your brother Claudio, sure ! 

Isab, Oh me, ’tis he, sir !— 

Oh, my best brother’ 

Clau. My liest sister now too I 
I have tried you, found you so; and now I love you. 

Love you so truly, nobly- 

Lopez. Sir, I thank you ; 

You have made me a most happy man. 

Clau. Thank her, sir ; 

And from this hour preserve that happiness ; 

Be no more fool’d with jealousy! 
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Lopezt I have lost it; 

And take me now, new-born again, new-natured I 
Isab, I do; and to that promise tie this faith, 
Never to have a false thought tempt my virtue. 
Lopez. Enough, enough! I must desire your 
. piesence; 

My cousin liodope has sent in all haste for us : 

I am suie you will be welcome. 

Clau. ril wait on you. 

Lopez. What the project is- 

hah. We shall know when we arc there, sir. 

[•£ leunt. 


SCENE III. 


A Boom in the Palace, 


Enter Duchess, Silnna, Lords, and Silvio. 

Duch, Joy to you, Silvio, and your young fail 
bride! 

You have stol’n a day upon us; you cannot woo, 
sir! 

SiL The joys of hell hang over me; Oh, mis¬ 
chief ! 

To what a fortune has the devil driven me! 

Am I reserved for this.? 

Duke, Beslirew me, sir, 

But you have gotten you a light fair bedfellow; 

Let you alone to chuse! 

Sil. I beseech your grace- 

’Tis misery enough to have met the devil, 

Not men’s reproaches too. 
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Duke, How old is she ? . . 

*Ducfi. A very girl; her eye delivers it. 

Duke, Her teeth are scarce come yet 
Loj'd. What goodly children 
Will they two have now! She is rarely made to 
bleed on; 

What a sweet-timber’d body ! 

Duck, Knotty i’ th’ back ; 

|]ut \ull hold out the stronger. What a nose! 

Duke. Ay, inai ry, such a nose, so rarely mounted! 
I fjion luy conscience, ’twas the part he doted on. 
Diich. And that fine little eye to it, like an ele¬ 
phant’s ! 

Lord. Yes, if her feet were round, and her cars 
sacliels- 

Duke, i’oi any thing wc know- 

SH. Have 3 e no mercy ^ 

No pity in your bloods, to use a wretch thus? 
You princes, in whose hearts the best compassions, 
Nearest to those in Heaven, should find fit places, 
Why do you mock at misery r fling scorns and 
baseness 

Upon his broken back, that sinks with sorrows? 
Heaven may reward you too ; and an hour come, 
When all your great designs shall shew ridiculous, 

And your hearts pinch’d like mine- 

Duck. Fy, sir ! so angry 
Upon youi wedding-day ? go smug yourself; 

'I'he maid will come anon. What music’s this ? 

[Music in divers places. 

Duke, I warrant you some noble preparation. 
Duck. Let’s take our places then., 

Sil. More of these devil’s dumps ? 

Must I be ever haunted with these witchcrafts^ 
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Enter two Presenters; then a MasqmraHe of se¬ 
ver a I shapes, and dances; among the Ma6ffie?'s 

Bartlilo, Lopez, Claudio, 1sabell\, llo- 

DOPL, Soto, Penukio, and JACiUENET.** 

1 Pri\ Room, oom for merry spiiits, room ‘ 
Hither on rvinmand we come, 

.’lom the p:oo(l okl beldam sent, 

Caie.'i aiul c^orro^^s to prevent. 

2 Pro. Look up, Silvio, smile, and sing ' 

Aftci wiiitei 1 ones asp g. 

1 P}i\ Fcai lOt, lainL fool, what may fol’ 

Eves, that now sunk aiul hollow, 
liy hei art may tjiiick xcr irii 

To their dames ai,ain, and ’jurn. 

2 Pre, Art coniinaiuls II }<> 'th and blood , 
Stiengtli and I ea^Uy a n 'kes good. 

1 Pre, Fear no^ tlnm, <iospaii not mg, 

Round about as \vc vlo ing; 

Cares and sonows cast away ! 

This is the old w^ife’s holi. ay.’ 

{Dance hej'e, tv/Zer Bllvideue in herprope, 

Jiilitre^ and disperses the masquerit. 

Duck. VV bo’s this ? 

Duke. The shape of Belvidere ! 

Eel. Now, Silvio, 

8 E.nt€i a mast^iutade of several ^/lapeA^ and dunces ; a, ter u/tuh 
enter Hehidere and dtspenei them : bejore the masquers enter ttio 
presudets, among U'hicht &c ] This is a most contused stage diiec- 
tion. The latter pait was rectified l>y the last editors ; but the 
further alteiation in the text is necessary, as it is ridiculous to sup¬ 
pose that the m.is(]uers, immediately atier their cntiance, should 
be dispersed by Belvideie, then return and sing and dance over 
again, and finally, that Belvidere should again dismiss them. 

^ This is the old wife*s holiday*] Mason proposes to read—“ the 
old uives’ holida} but the disguised Belvideie seems to be singly 
alluded to. 
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How dost thou like me now? 

A//. Thus I kneel to thee. 
jBc'L Stand up, and come no nearer; mark me 
well too; 

I r ifthuu troubles! me, I vanish instanth": 

Novv v'lmse wisely, or chusc never, 

One th.ui must enjoy for e\ r * 
i)os^ love me th*«n? 

Si/ \h dearly. 

/>/* aLe lu I d, 10 d . It coiicerii^ hoc nearly 
II jIkoi vmI( I'avc nac youny* and brioLt 
I’leaMiUi to tlo ^ cvi- an 1 
^'oMitly, and adiiiireu of all, 

''i.tkt hee<l, lest thy fu, <lo fail 
' hal! tlu’i'. be f'ol of sv'in, 

\! .'jtn)!, pu 1, , foewMt- tilt h')i’u h 

7* '.alii;- wil t' ' 

' t;ciy apt ii» ' tl .5 t, 

'\‘l eoi. < ‘Of o'OLting; 

'J’biis thy fail ii.itiit l /imo^ Ij netting ' 

1 ‘ if old, and free fio'n tht\»e. 

Thou shall eini'jc me, I shall please • 
f shall then mainljin thee still, 

With niN virtue and my skill. 

Still increase aiul build lliy name; 

Chuse now, Silvio! here I am. 

Si/. 1 know not what to say, which way to tuni 
me; 

Into thy sovereign \\ ill I put my answer. 
lid. 1 thank you, sii, and my will thus rewards 
you ; 

Take your old love, your best, your dearest, Silvio! 
No more spells now, nor further shapes to alter me; 

I am thy Belvidere indeed.— Dear mother, 

There is no altering this, Heaven's hand is with it, 
\nd now you ought to give me ; he lias fairly won 
me. 

VOL. IX, S B 
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Sil. But why that hag ? 

BeL In that shape most secure still, 

1 fpllow’d all your fortunes, served, and counsell’d 
you. 

1 met you at the farmer’s first, a country wench; 

Where, fearing to be known, I took that habit. 

And, to make you laughing-sport at this mad 
marriage. 

By secret aid of my friend Rodope, 

We got this masque. 

SiL And I am sure I have you? 

Bel, For ever now, for ever. 

Duch. You see it must be ; 

The wheel of Destiny hath turn’d it round so. 

Duke, It must, it is; and curs’d be he that 
breaks it! 

Duch, ril put a choice to you, sir: You are my 
prisoner- 

Duke, I am so, and I must be so, till it please 
you- 

Duch, Chuse one of these; either to pay a ran¬ 
som 

At what rate I shall set it, (which shall be high 
enough) 

And so return a free-man, and a bachelor; 

Or give me leave to give you a fit wife, 

[n honour every way your grace’s equal, 

And so your ransom’s paid. 

Duke, You say most nobly ! 

Silvio’s example’s mine; pray chuse you for me. 

Duch. I thank you, sir! I have got the mast’ry 
too; 

And here I give your grace a husband’s freedom: 

Give me your hand, my husband ! 

Duke. You much honour me ; 

And I shall ever serve you for this favour. 

Bart, Come, Lope/, let us give our wives the 
breeches too ^ 
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For they will have ’em. 

Lopez. Whilst they rule with virtue, 
ril give "em, skin and all. 

Isab, We’ll scratch it off else. 

SiL [Turning to Claudio.] I am glad you live; 
more glad you live to honour; 

And from this hour a stronger love dwell with us! 
Pray you take your man again. 

Clan. He knows my house, sir. 

Diich. ’Tis sin to keep you longer from your 
loves: 

We 11 lead the way. And you, young men, that 
know not 

How to preserve a wife, and keep her fair, 

Hi\e ’em their sovereign wills, and pleased they 
are, [Exeunt. 
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Ti[ts Tragi-comcdy was licensed by Sir Henry Herbert, for 
Blackfnurs’ ihcatic, and first acted January 22, lb25-6', being the 
sole production of Fletcher, and one of the last dramas he pro¬ 
duced. Though io many respects a very amusing play, it seems to 
have been laid aside fur a vety long period. The plot, though 
perhaps not sufficiently probable, is very interesting; while the 
beauty of the versification, and the eloquence of some passages, 
are entitled to the highest praise. The characters also are drawn 
with considerable precision, and their peculiar passions exhibited 
with nature and ease. The two old naval heroes are excellent 
^{iccimens of sailor-like roughness and boisterous honesty; and 
Cesario presents an admirable model of an honourable gallant of 
the times. Clarissa and Bianca are of that numerous class of 
female characters which Fletcher succeeds so remarkably in de¬ 
lineating. The scenes among the lower classes in the inn, prove 
that our poet's liumoiir did not forsake him to the end. The juggler 
Forobosco is probably a portrait of some notorious cheat, who 
gulled the metropolis at Uie time, probably of the well-known 
JJoctor Lumb”. That character, and his clown, certainly remind 
us of some scenes in Ben Jonson’s comedy of The Fox; but though 
they are not so inimitably finished as Volponc and Mosca, the 
imitation (if it can be called so) is done with a masterly hand. 
The faults in the present play lie chiefly in the plot. Mariana's 
disavowal of her son seems to be very injudiciously introduced. 
•She explains the reason to have been, to prevent his falling by the 
hands of Baptista and Mentivolc, whom he bad insulted ; but that 
ianger was surely as much to be apprehended whether his enemiev 
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conceived him to be the son of Alberto or of his falconet* It is 
probdBltHhat Fletcher, h>ivin£; been pleaded with the story from 
C ausin, which will be £;iven immediately, determined to make use 
of It on the stage, and having set about writing the piescnt tiagi- 
coiifedy, he chose to inlei weave it with the other tale, upon which 
he founded the piincipal part of the plot. 

Langbaine has obscivcd that Manana’s disowning Ccsaiio, her 
son, was taken from a story iti Causin’s Holy Court,* intioduced 
from tlnncc by Wanky into his Woiidns of the Little VVoild, or 
A (»eneral History o( Man, wheie it occurs m book HI. ch 26 . 
The sloiy thus given by VVaiiley :—“ A Komaii lady, left a widow 
by the death of hei husband, had a son, born of this maniage, 
secretly stolen from her, and in servitude bred up in anotlui pio- 
\ince , where, bting giown up to a young ni in, he had notice that 
he was the son of a lady m Home, and was told the place of her 
abode, which caused him to go to Home, with a pin pose to maki 
himself known to her, which lie did b\ evident Lukeiis, so that the 
mother 1 ecuved him in hot houa with joy .iiul icais lui tin u- 
co'try of her loss. She was at tins time betiothed to a in in who 
often piomised her matnage, yet never aLCom|)lishcd it; and tin. 
lover was then absent, detained by uigciit aflairs, fioiu Horne. \t 
the end oi tlint) days he leliirned, and finding tins new ' ucst in 
her house, dcinandtd who Le was ? She tucly aiuwered, lit wa‘ 
her son, but he pl.ninly told hn, that if she sent not aw ly tins 
found child fioin bu lodging, ‘•he should never have any sliaic in 
Ins afiiction. The unhappy woman, sinpuiied with love, to scivc 
his passion lenounrid liei own chiM, and banished him fi )in hei 
liouic. i he young man hasU ned to luiuiie justice of king 1 hco- 
deiic. The king sent lot the lady, who stoutly denied all tin pre 
tension> of the jou' g man, viying he was an umuatcful imposloi, 
who, not content iii having itceivcd chanty in her house, womU' 
needs challenge the min iitancc of a child. The son, on the ollu 
side, gave assuidiicc she hod acknowledgid him foi hci own, and 
in a veiy lively mannci icprcsentcd all the pioots which pa sion 
and iiiteiest put into liis mouth. The king sounded all pas* i s to 
enter into the heattoi the lady, and asked hei whethei •■lu was not 
resolved to many again > She answered, that il she met with a 
man suitable to lur, she would do what (iod should inspiic hei. 
The kinp uplicd, ‘ Ikhold 1 im hue . since you have lodged this 
guest thiity days in your house, and have acknowledged him so 
fieely, what is the cause you may not nun v him V bhe answered, 
that he had not any' estate, and that she was woilli a thousami 
'Towns, (which was gicat iiches in those times). ‘ Well,’ said 
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liieoderic, * I will give this young man as much for his marriage, 
on this condition, tliat you shall many him.' She, much amazed, 
began to look pale, blush, and tremble, seeking to excuse herself, 
but tuultering in her speech. 'I’lie king, to affright her more, swore 
ileeply •'Me should marry him, or Iclt the lawful cause of her im¬ 
pediment. The poor woman, condemned by the voice of nature, 
uliicii cried in her heart, and having horror ol the crime proposed 
to her, cast herself at the king’s teet, with teais conlessing h'er dis¬ 
simulation and misfortunes. ‘ Then,' said the king, * are not you 
n miserable woman, to renotinrc yotir own blood lor a villain who 
liath decened vou ? Get you to joui house, forsake those lond 
'inertions, and Ine in the condition of a good wiilow', taking unto 
joii '■iieh support tioiu >our son, as he by nature ouglit to aflord 

JUU. 

TiiC oiigin of the piincipal part of the plot, which Laiigbaine has 
oveil<;oked, is one of the twrclve Novc/as Rriniplfnes ol (’ervantes, 
entitled La lifiistrc Fregona. In this instance riotcliei has not 
ktpf SI) clt)srl\ to Cervantes as he has done in the Chanres and 
Lom ’s Viignmage, and it is to, be lamented that he did not, as 
inanv ol I'le most romantic incidents in the novel are not taken 
advanljge ot in the play. The followiniT is a mere outline of the 
storv ol Cervantes;—“ In 15ur'?os dwell tw'o noble knights, Don 
Diego lie Carnazo, and Don Juan de Avendano. The loirner had 
a scMi of his own name, and the latter one named Don Tomas. 
\ ouiig Carriazo, at the age of thirteen, showed a wandering dis¬ 
position. and left the house of his father, living among thieves, and 
the lowest orders of society. Alter three years, he resolved to visit 
his paicnts, by whom he was received with greatJ 03 '. Ills affec¬ 
tions lemuined however with his thicMug companions; aiui his 
fnend Don Tomas de Avendano, perceiving liis melancholy, ex¬ 
torted the ‘■eciet from him, and consented to accompany him lor 
one summer. They asked their parents to allow them lo ttudy at, 
Salamanca, which vas readily grunted, and every thing necessary 
provided. At Valladolid the tutor was conveniently sent on be¬ 
fore ; and soon alter the only remaining servant was dispatched 
with a letter \ « bun. In Madrid they changed their attire, ai rayed 
themselves completelj’ a h picarOf and look the road to 'I'oledo, 
The tutor, having icceived the letter, in which they declated their 
intention to piocced to the waij in I'landcis, immediately reriirncd 
to their parents. At the gate of'Foledo the truants overheard two 
boys speaking of an inn kept by a man i f Seville, and raptuiously 
extoUiiig the beauty of Costanza, a maid in the house. This bred 
an unconquerable desire in Avendano to behold her. They soon 
found out the inn, and under the pietence of being servants of 
gentlemen of Burgos, expected there, they obtained admittance. 


o 
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The hjcauLy of Costanza had such an effect upon Avendano, that 
he resolved to remain some days, notwithstanding the importunities 
of Carriazo, who was impatient to join his company of thieves. 
In the night they were awaked by the sound of miiMC and a song 
under the window, and found, by the conversation of the by¬ 
standers', that tiie son of the corregidor was serenading Costanza, 
of whom he was violently enamoured. In the morning Avendano 
was tulvcn into the service of the host, to keep the accounts of hay 
and corn, and Carriazo was employed in bringing water from the 
well. On one of these occasions, his ass coining in contact with 
that of another water-carrier, a quarrel ensued, which ended in 
Carriazo’s being dreadfully wounded and taken to prison, from 
which he was at last liberated by the gold of his companion, and 
at the intercession of the host. For a long time Avendano found 
no opportunity of dcclaiing his passion to Costanza, but at last 
meeting her wilLher head bound up, and finding that she was tor¬ 
mented with the tooth-ache, he promised to give her a charm 
against it, exacting a promise from her not to communicate the 
secret to any other. lie then wrote a letter, in which he ac¬ 
quainted her with his real condition, offering to marry her. When 
she had read the letter, she tore it into small pieces, and returned it, 
declaring thaf, she did not mean to employ such magic for her cure. 
One evening the whole inn was put into confusion by the appear¬ 
ance of the corregidor, who demanded to see all the servants in 
the house, and when he did not find Custanza among the number, 
a<>kcd the reason of her imt appearing, to which the host answered, 
that she was not his servant. The magistrate asked for an expla¬ 
nation, and the host related, that fifteen years ago a lady, accom- 
panieii by several servants, had come to his house on a pilgrimage 
to Guadalupe, being afflicted, as her servants said, with a dropsy; 
that she had privately sent for himself and his wife, and had de¬ 
clared to them that she was pregnant, and wished to leave the in¬ 
fant in their charge. She was delivered in the inn of a girl, who, 
hy her desire, was named Costanza, and for whose education she 
left six hundred crowns of gold. She then proceeded on her pil¬ 
grimage, and after twenty days I'eturncd, when she gave further 
directions respecting her daughter, whom she directed to be edu¬ 
cated as a servant; then writing some letters on parchment, she 
cut it across in a zigzag direction. One of the pieces she retained, 
and gave the other to the host. She then departed, promising to 
icturn in two years, which promise she had never fulfilled. The 
liost concluded his narration with extolling the virtues of Costanza, 
and, at the desire of the corregidor, produced the parchment, upon 
wliich the following letters appeared: £, T, E, L, S, N, V, D, D, R. 
The corregidor took the parchment, and ordered the host to give 



( 395 ) 


him nolice whenever any thing should appear to clear up the 
mystery of Ctjstanza's birth. The ensiiins' morning two olil noble* 
men alighted at the inn« and when they beheld Costanzay one of 
them exclaimed, ‘ Surely, Don Diego, we have at last found the 
object ol our search.* Young Avendano, having come to give hay 
to the horses, immediately recognised the strangers, who were no 
other than the fathers of himsell and his companion. He put his 
hand on his face, and left the court. Meeting with CoslaiisfS; lie 
informed her of the arrival of his fatlier, and then hastened to his 
friend with the news. They both judged it expedient to conceal 
ihemselves carefully. Meanwhile Don Juan de Avendano had 
sent for the host, and producing the corresponding piece of parch¬ 
ment, demanded whether he had not the rest in his possession. 'J'lic 
host immediately sent for the corregidor, who speedily caino to Uie 
inn, Jiid on his arrival recognised Don Juan as his cousin, and 
Don Diego as an old acquaintance. On the parchment ot ihc for¬ 
mer these letters were written, S, A, S, A, E, AL, ER, A, E, A ; and 
when the two pieces were joined, the following inscription was le¬ 
gible, * Esta cs la senal verdadcra^ (This is the true test). Don 
Diego now declared hirnself the father of Costanya, and related 
that one day having found her mother, a beautiful young widow, 
alone, lie bad foiced her to comply with his desires; that tw'O years 
after a servant had arrived to acquaint him with her death, and to 
deliver a letter, in which she informed him that she had become 
tlie mother of a girl. The servant at the same time had delivered 
to him the marks how to discover the child, and thirty thousand 
crowns for her marriage portion. Don Diego had proceeded so 
far in his narration, when he w'as interrupted by the ciies of the 
servants, that Lope, the young Asturian water-carrier, (under 
which name young Carriazo was disguised,) had been taken pri¬ 
soner by the aiguazils, who were carrying him to prison. By the 
command of the corregidor, the prisoner was brought in with his 
face bathed in blood, having had another quarrel in the streets. 
He hid his face with a handkerchief, which was forcibly removed, 
and Don Diego, to his astonishment, discovered his son under that 
disguise. The youth fell at the feet of his father; and on the 
question of Don Juan, what was become of his companion, ho 
infoimed him that he was ostler in the same inn. Young Aven¬ 
dano was discovered in his chamber, forcibly brought down, and 
recognised by bis father. The coiregidor now presented Custanza 
to Don Juan, who was not a little astonished at finding herself 
the daughter of a man of tank. The whole company proceeded 
to the house of the corregidor, where the two truant youths ielated 
their adventures. Don Tomas was rewarded for his love with the 
band of Costanza; the son of the corregidor w’as promised to be 
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in(l( iniiilied for the lobS of his love b> marrying anoth''r daughter 
of Don Diego; and the watei-earner was espoused to a daughtci 
of the corrcgidor.” * 

’ Two Spanish comedic-> are founded on the same novel, viz. La ma 
Hhistrf Ficqon i, by Don Agnstm de Morcto, and La Hija de Mesonero 
»>i Dor« Dic^o (Ic rigiieroa y Cordova. 
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Plays have then fatcb, not a-> in their true sense 
They*ie undcistood, but as the influence 
Of ioIl custom madly woiks upon 
'i he dross many-tongued Opinion. 

A woith) story, howsotvei wnt, 

I oi iangua^f, modest miitb, conCdt, oi wit, 
i\Jcets oftentimes with (ho sweet coinmendation 
Of “ hang’t ! *ti8 scurvy !" when for appiobation 
A jig^ shall be clapt at, and (vciy rliime 
Piaised and applauded by a clanioious chime. 

L< t Ignoianre and Laughtei dwell togetlui ! 

'liny are beneath the muses' pit) . Hilhci 
Come nobhr )udginents, and to those the strain 
Of our invention is not bent in vain . 
lh( I air Maid ut the Inn to you commends 
H(i 1 opes and welcomes ; and withal intends 
Xu tl/ cntrrtains to which she doth iiivite yt, 

All things to please, and some things to delight ye. 

^ A J^p^ Tfiat 1 '*, accoiding to the ancient acceptation of the wonl- 
ii>a]Jad 
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Duke of Fbrence, 

Alberto,* admiral of Florence, 

Baptista, a brave sea commander^ ancient friend to 
Alberto, 

Ccairio, a young gentleman of a Jiery naturey son to 
Albert 0 , 

Alentivole, son to Baptistay lover qf Clarissa, 
Prospero, a noble friend to Baptista. 

Host, the supposed father oj Bianca, 

Forobosco, a cheating mountebank. 

Clown, the mountebank's many and setter. 

Dancer, 

Tailor, 

Muleteer, Sijcfoh and knavery xeho pretend lot e tc 
Pedant, Bianca, 

Clerk, 

Coxcomb,^ 

Secretary to the Duke, 

Two Magistrates (f Florence, 

Fhyiiiciany Surgeon, Bishop, three Gentlemen, Sat 
tors. Boys, 

Mariana, xoife to Alberto, a virtuous lady. 

Claiissa, Mariana's daughter, in lave with Menti- 
vole, 

Juliana, niece to the Duke of Genoa, Baptista s se-^ 
cond wife 

Bianca, the Fan Maid of the Inn, beloved of Cesa- 
7'io, and daughter to Baptista and Juliana. 
Hostess, the supposed mother qf Bianca, 

Floience. 

‘ Alba to.] T Ins chiractei is soinptimes called Alberto, atotheis 
Albertus. The foimei bung the Italian name, 1 have preferred 
calling him bu thioughoiit. 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 


'•/ Roo7n in the Jlouse of Alberto. 


Enter Cesario and Clarissa. 

Ces. Interpret not, Claiissa, my true zeal 
In giving you counsel, to transcend the bounds 
That should confine a brother ! ’tis your honour, 
And peace of mind (which, honour lost,’ will leave 
you) 

I labour to preserve : And though you yet aie 
Pure and 3int.iinted, and lesolve to be so. 

Having a lather’s eye, and mother’s care, 

In all your ways to keep you fair and upright, 

In which respects my best advices must 
Appear superfluous; yet since love, dear sister, 
Will sometimes tender things unnecessary, 
Misconstrue not my purpose ! 


* H Inch honotir last a*// haie Ameiulfd by ‘^pwarJ. 
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^ Clar, Sir, T dare not; 

But still receive it as a large addition 
To the much that I already stand engaged for. 
Yet, pardon me though I profess, upon 
A true examination of myself, 

Ev( 5 D to iny private thoughts, I cannot find 
(fiaving such strong supporters to nj)hold me) 
.On what slight grouufl the least doubt can be 
raised. 

To render me suspccted-'I can lull 
Or from my fame or viitue. 

Ce.s, Far be it 1‘roin me 

To nourish such a thought ! and yet excuse me, 
As you would flo a lapidary whose \\ hole fortunes 
Depend upon the safety of one jewel, 

If he think no ease precious enough 
To kccj) it in full lustre, nor no locks, 

Though lending strength to iron doors, suilicient 
To guard it, and secure him! You to me arc 
A gem of more esteem, and prizeil higher, 

Than usurers do their muck, or great men title 
And any Haw (which Heaven avert!) in you, 
(Whose reputation, like a diamond 
Cut newly Iroin the rock, women with envy, 

And men with covetous desires, look up at) 

By prying eyes discover’d, in a moment 
Would render what the braveries of Florence, 

For want of counterpoise, forbear to cheapen. 

Of little or no value. 

Clar. 1 sec, brother. 

The mark you shoot at, and much thank your love; 
But for my virgin Jewel, which is brought 
In comparison with your diamond, rest assured 
It shall not fall in such a workman’s hands, 

Whose ignorance or malice shall have power 
To cast one cloud upori it, but still keep 
Her native splendour. 
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Ces. Tis well; I commend you; 

And study your advancement with that care 
As I would do a sister’s, whom 1 love 
With more than common ardour.* 

Clar. That from me 
I hope’s return’d to > ou. 

Ces. I do confess it. 

Yet let me tell you, (but still with that love 
I wish to increase between us) that you are 
Obscned, against the giavity long maintain’d 
In Italy (where to see a maid unmask’d 
Is held a blemish,) to be over frequent 
In giving: or receiving visits, 

Clar How? 

Ces. Wliereas the custom’s here to woo by pic¬ 
ture, 

And never see tlie substance. You are fair, 

Ami beaut) draws temptations on, you know it; 

I would not live to see a m dling grant 
Trom }()u, to one uiiworth) of your birth, 

Teature or foitunc; yet there have been ladies 
Of rank, proportion, and of means beyond you, 
That have proved this no miracle. 

Clar. One unworthy ? 

Why, pray yon, gentle brother, who are they 
That 1 vouchsafe these bounties to1 hope. 

In your strict criticism of me and my manners, 
That you will not deny they are your equals. 

Ces. Angry ? 

Clar. 1 have leason ! Hut, in cold blood, tell me. 
Had we not one father ^ 

Ces. Yes, and mother too. 


* Common QidQi.l The variation of Seward has been rctainocl, 
though the old text may possibly mean, in a degree more ihan 
common. 
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Ctar, And he a soldier ? 

Ccs, True. 

Clm\ If I then borrow 

• 

A little of the boldness of his temper, 

Iinpartino- it to sueli as may deserve it, 

(Howe’er indulgent to yourselves, you brothers 
Allow no pait of freedom to your si^^ters) 

I l^ope 'twill not pass for a crime in me, 

To grant access and speech to noble suitors, 

And you escape for innocent, that descend 
To a thing so far beneath you? Arc you touch’d: 
W hy, did you think that you had Gyges* ling i 
Or the herb that gives invisibility ? 

Or that liianca’s name had ne’er been mention’d '* 
The Fair Maid of the grand Ostcria, brother? 

Ce.y. No more! 

Clar. A little, brother. Your night-walks. 
And offer’d presents, which coy she conieinn’d; 
Your combats in disguises with your rivals, 

Brave muleteers, scullions perfumed with grease, 
And such as cry meat for cats,^ iiiiist be remem¬ 
ber’d : 

And all this pc^ther for a common trull! 

A tempting sign, and curiously set forth. 

To draw in riotous guests I a thing exposed 
To every ruffian’s rude assault! and subject, 

For a poor salary, to a rich man’s lust, 

Though made up of diseases 1 
Ces, Will you end yet ? 


5 And such as cry meat for The s»eco!icl folio reads tcant; 

but we appiehend the text to be riglit. In Masbingci*b Maid ol 
Honour, act Ill. scene I., Gaspuru, in mentioning the ino&t ignoble 
c'in[>ldyment&, says— 

“ I will cry brooms or cats* meat in Palermo, 

Turn porter, cany buulens, any thing, 
llalher than live a soldier itfci/. 

o. 
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Clar. And tliis a mistress for Alberto’s son ? 
One that I should call sister? 

Ce^. ]*.ut not with 

Your inodcbtv in this violent heat! The truth is, 
(Foi you shall be inv eontessoi) I love her; 
lint viituously: Report, that gives her out 
Only for fair, and adds not she is chaste, ‘ •* 
Detracts nuieh iVoni her; f'oi indeed she is, 
Though of a low condition, composed 
Of all those graces dames of highest birth, 
Though lich in Nature’s bounties, should be proud 
of. 

Eut leave her ! and to you, my nearest care, 

]\Jy dealest, hest Claiissa ! Do not think 
(lor then v(‘u wrong* me) I wish you should live 
A h.iiie*’ vogiii life; I rather aim at 
A no’ole iiu^liind, that may make you mother 
Of mau> ehildien ; one that, when I know him 
\\ oith }our tmbiuees, I may serve, and sue to: 
And ilmietoie seoin not to aiipiaint me wnth 
Tiial niim, that hdpj>} man, voii please to favour' 
C/fir. I c\er j)uipose»l it; Ibi 1 will like 
Wit' vour allowance. 

Cew As a p iw n of this, 
llectne this img ; hut, ere you pait with it 
On anv tei i.s, he ceitaiu of }om choice, 

And make it kmivvii to me ! 

('lar. You have my hand for’t. 

(cs. Which, \/eic it not my sister’s, 1 should 
kis 

With too mucii heat. 

Enter Alvei' iiTOj Rxptista, IVfAnrANA, .MtvTi- 
VOLE, and Servants Mh Ligfth, 

Clar, My father 'ind Ids guests, ^ii ' 



'104 


THE FAIR MAID OF [Act I. 


Alb* Oh, my old friend, niy tried friend, my 
Baptista! 

These days of rest knd feasting suit not with 
Our tougher natures ; those were golden ones. 
Which were ciijo;y’d at sea! that’s our true mother; 
The land's to us a step-dame : There we sought 
Honour and wealth through dangers; yet those 
dangers 

Delighted more than their rewards, though great 
ones. 

And worth the undertakers: Here we study 
Tlie kitchen arts, to sharpen appetite, 

Dull’d with abundance ; and dispute with Heaven 
If that the least puff of the loiigh noith wind 
Blast our time’s burden,^ lendeiing to our j)alates 
Tile charming juice less pleasing ; whereas thcic. 
If we had biscuit, powdei’d flcoh. fresh water, 

We thought them Persian delicates; and, fo'* 
music, 

If a strong gale but made the main-yard crack 
Wc danced to the loud minstrel. 
liapt. And fear'd less 

(So fai we were in love with noble action) 

A tempest tlian a calm. 

Alb, ’Tis true, Baptista : 

Theie, there, from mutual aids lent to each other. 

And virtuous emulation to exceed 

In manly daring, the true school of friendship. 

We leaint those principles which confirm’d ir 
friends 

Never to be forgot. 

Bapt, Never, I hope. 


* Biast our time'i. burdin.'] Seward rcad«,—our i)ine*s burdet. 
but without necebsily; for time ib not Ubcd in its usual accepta¬ 
tion, but means, Ub M.ibOii ba)s,-.&caio;t. 
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Alb. We were married there : For bells, the 
roaring cannon 

Aloud proclaim’d it lawful, anti a prize 
J'hcii newly ta'en, and ecjually divided, 

Served as a dowry to you, then styled my wife , 
And did enable me to be a luibhand 
Fit to encounter so much w ealth, though got 
With blood and horror. 

Alar. Jf so got, 'tis fit, sir. 

Now you possess it, that you should enjoy ii 
Ill peace and quiet: I, your son, and dauglitei, 
Tiiat leap the harvest of your winter's labour, 
•Though debtors for it, yet have often trembled, 
M'hcn, ill w'^ay of discourse, you have related 
IJow you eaine by it. 

Alb. Trembled? Jlow the softness 
f)f >our sex may excuse you, I’ll not argue ; 

Hut to tlie world, how’e’er J hold thee noble, 

1 should proeiaiiii tliis hoy some cow'ard’s liastard. 
And not the image of Alberto’s youth, 
if, when some wish’d occasion calls him foith 
fo a 1)1 ave trial, one wH*ak artery 
Of his should shew a lever, though grinrdeath 
]\it on a tliousand dreadful shapes to fright him. 
file elements, the sea, and all the w'inds 
W’c number on our compass, then conspiring 
To make the scene more ghastly! I must hav<‘ 
thee, 

Sin all, I mnsl, if oner you grapple with 
An enemy’s ship, to board her, though you see 
The desperate gunner ready to give lire, 

\nd blow the deck up ; or, like Ciesar’s soldici, 
Thy hands like his cut olf, hang by the teeth, 

And die undaunted. 

.Ma?\ I even die to liear you ! 

My son, my lovcri C’esario, run such hazards ? 
Ihcss’d saints forbid it! Vou have done enough 

- 1 n 

m ^ 
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Already for one family, that riule way. 

I’ll keep him t»afe at home, and train him up 
A complete courtier; May 1 live to see Jiim, 

By sweet (liscoui&e and giacious demeanour, 

Win and hiing home a fair wife, and a lich, 
’Ti^al! I lest ambitious of. 

Alb. A wife' 

As it theic were a coui''C to jniichase one 
Fievailing moic than hoiiouiable action! 

Or any inteicessois move so lar, 

To take a mistiesb of a noble spiiit, 

As the true fame of gloiious vietoiies, 

Atchievcd by sweat and blood ! Ob, tlie biavc- 
dames 

Of WMrlikc (leiioa I tliey had c^^cs to sec 
The inw^aid man, and onl^ fioin hiswoith, 
Coinage, and comiuests, the blind aichei knew 
To head his shafts, or light his quenched toicb ; 
They weie jnoof against them else: no carpet- 
knight,' 


^ iiitpcf I aic fiP(ju<’iUl\ mcnlioiK (1 with 
gio.it coiitompt bj Dui .iMtitMit vuiurs- llu k.iinetl Sii J.jmc 
Bunows givis till' tullowing account of tbnii; 

“ Thoie was an oiiici ol knighthood of tlu appellation of 
IsNK.iirs ol the ( ari't-t, though few, or no peisons (it ka'«t 
among those win in I hive consulted) seem to know any fling 
about it. or ivtn to have heard of it. J have taken sonic nieiiio- 
landa conceining the iiistituLion, and know that Uillinn laid 
Buigh (ot Swi borough Castle, in the toun’} of bimy, lailui to 
Thomas land Buigh, deputy ot Itclaud, and to Sii Jobn Bur^h, 
who took the gieat Cauacca ship in 15.92) was made a of 

the caypet, at Ucsliijjnslc i, on the 2d ol Octolni, J 55.5, the day 
alter Queen Maiy’s coiuiiation : And 1 met with a I'st ot all who 
were made bo at the same time, in Strype’h "Memouals, vol. HI. 
Appendix, p. 11. 

** bee AnslibNOIvervalions on iheKnighthood of the Bath, (Bond. 
J725) p. 30: ‘ Lpon the accesMon ot Qu^en Mary to the thioiie, 
a comniissii ^.1 wa^ gianted to the Liil ol Anindel, enipowuing 
him to make kmghls, but without any additional Utley withiu 
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Tliat spent his youth in groves or pleasant bowers, 
Or, stietching on a couch liis lazy limbs, 

Simti' to his lute such soft and incltins: notes 
As Ovid nor Aimcreon ever knew, 

Could work on them; nor once bewitch’d their 
sense. 

Though he came so perfumed as he liad robi'/J- 
Sabafa or Arabia of their wealtl], 

Viul stoied it in one suit. 1 still remember, 

Ami itill remember it with joy, I)aj)tista, 

\\ hen fiom the rescue of the (icnoa llect, 

A hi ost surprised by the Venetian gallics, 

Thuu didst return, and wert received in triiim])b, 
How lovely in thy honour’d wounds and sears 
Tliou tlidsl appear; w hat worlds of amorous glances 


iv.o (1 1 \ !t< r i)u' ol' I'l.u paa'iit, which were the two flays 

pj' (i(!i l.ci cJn ['Ji^uaucc h< icof, wp tiiul thcniiinos 
('1 till* kjii*;hts cii’iitid l)V him, according to the slatcil Ibini of 
f .1 aling Iviiiolits of tl.i* Hath, mid the variety f>l tin* (oirnionies 
used so dolinclly iclatcd, that it particularly deservts to bi* con- 
s’llird 111 th*' appciidiN,' 

“ So tlial Ml Anslis plainly considers them as being only aspe- 
f u - ol Iviiighls ol till* Hath, Ihough uif/iout any additional title. 

“ It soj the ip|>ellatiou ol kyitghth of I he carpet might be only 
popuhn, not ilo ir stnet or propui title. This, however, was sut- 
J.fiiMl to indue* Sliakspearc (who wrote whilst they were cfiui- 
monl^ sjiok M ot I)) such an appellation) to u\e that tetm, in u>n~ 
ffd t t ) .1 knighiliood contened upon a real soldiei, as a icward 
'/t rnilitioy \aloiii.”— Ilce</. 

'I Iial a paitwulai order ol knights were denominated empet 
ttHigl'fi, may ‘til ho doul I’d. It was piol'alily a m(*ie term of 
f'ontompt bes'owMl «in ‘urli as leceivcd their knighthood noton 
the lield, but 111 the palace of the king, generally on great occa- 
■^lons, such as bapli*^L’S aivl marriages ; and the knights ot the 
Hath being ancient^ cieated uirnosl exclusively on the accession 
of a sovereign, or tlie knighting of an heir-apparent, the title 
JD’ght not bo unapllv given to them.—Mr Gillord (juoti*s a gieat 
pail ot the speed) fit .Albertus in a note fin the Maid of Honour, 
by Mas‘-inger, and { wini^ out its extreme beauty. Indeed, Fletchci 
f’inployed his highest powets in the present scene. 



408 THE FAIR MAID OF [Act 1. 

The beauties of the city, where they stood, 

Fix’d like so many of the fairest stars, 

Shot from their windows at thee I How it fired 
Therr bloods to see the enemies* captive streamers* 
Borne through the streets ! nor could chaste Ju¬ 
liana, 

Tile duke’s fair niece, though guarded with her 
gieatncss, 

Resist this gallant charge, hut, laying by 
Disparity offoitime from the object, 

Y ielded herself thy prisonci. 

Bapt. Pray you clioose 

Some olhci theme. ^ 

J\far, (^an there he one more pleasing^ 

Bapt. lhat triiunph drew on me a gieater to*- 
tuie, 

And ’tis in the remembrance little less, 

Than ever captive suffer’d. 

Mar, How ! I'o gain 
The favour of so great a lady ’ 

Bapt, Yes, 

Since it proved fatal: To have been happy, ma¬ 
dam. 

Adds to calamity; and the heavy loss 
Of her 1 durst not liope for, once enjoy’d, 

Turns what you think a blessing to a curse, 
Which grief would have foigotten. 

Alb, I am sorry 
I touch’d upon it. 

Mar, I burn lather, sir, 

With a dcsiie to hear the story of 

Your loves ; and shall receive it as a favoui, 

YVhich you niav giant. 

Bapt, You must not he denied ; 


® ^trtamcs.J Corrected jii 1750. 
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Yet with all brevity I must report it. 

’Tis true, fair Juliana, Genoa’s pride, 

Enamour'd of my actions, liked my person ; , • 
Nor could I but with joy meet her affection, 
Since it was lawful; tor, my first wife dead, 

Me were closely^ mariied, and for some few moiitl)^ 
Tasted the fruits of’t: But malicious Fate, 
Fnvying our too-much hapjauess, wrought upon 
A faitlilcss servant, pi ivy to our plot, 

And c.ilunet counsellor to Juliana, 

M'lio, cilhcr for hope, or icwaid, or fear, 
Disc.aeied us to tlic incensed duke, 

\\ 1k)sc rage made her close piisoner, and pro¬ 
nounced 

On me perpetual banishment. Some three years 
I wamh'i’d on the seas, since entertain’d 
By the (Beat Duke of Flounce ; but what fate 
Attended her, or Frospero my friend, 

I'h.it sta) 'd at Genoa to expect the issue. 

Is \et uncertain. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

Allh From the duke ? 

Bapt. lies welcome, 

To (‘lid Ill} loiced relation. 

Jlh, Signor Baptista, 

The Circat Duke’s will commands your present 
ea 

Ce7it. It points indeed at both of you. 

Biipt, 1 ait It. 

IVe tuere closely married.'] Closcljf here means privately.— 
Maion, 

• Your present care.] So the second folio, aud of couise the 
subsiquein copies, 'the first not ver> distinctl), but still sufli' 
cicntly so to convince any rcadci, read:> eaie, and this aflords by 
far the best reading. 



410 


THE FAIR MAID OF [Act I. 

Alb. In, Mariana; to your rest! 

Bapt. Nay, leave us; 

We must be private. 

Mat'. Stay not long, Cesario. 

[^hhemif all but Cesario Mentivole. 
^ So ! these old men vanish’d, ’tis allow’d 

That we may speak ; and howsoe'er they take 
Dehj’ht ill the dtscouisc ot Ibnner dangers, 

It cannot hinder us to treat a little 
Of present pleasiiies. 

Ccs. Which, i I’ \v e 11 e n j o\’d, 

Wilt not alone continue, but increase, 

In us their Iricnclsliip. 

JSfent. How shall we spend the night^ 

To snore it oul, like diuiikim Duti hmen, would 
Sort ill with us Italian^. ; U'e ..le made 
Of other metal, fieiy, fjuiek, and activ-*. 

Shall we take our fui tunc and, while oui cold 
fathers 

(In whom long since their youthful iicats v'ere 
dead) 

Talk much of Mais, seivc under Venus’ ensigns. 
And seek a mistiesa? 

Ccs. Thai’s a game, dear fiiend. 

That does admit no lival in chase of it ; 

And cither to be undertook alone. 

Or not to be attempted. 

Jfeut. ril not press you. 

Whai other sports to entertain the time with 
The i'ollowing morning ? 

Cds. Any that may become us. 

Aleut. Is the Neapolitan horse tiie viceioy sent 
you 

In a fit plight to run ? 

(cA. bo my gioom tells me. 

I can hoast little of my iioi^emansliip ; 

Yet, upon his assurance, 1 daic wager 
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A tiiousaiul crowns ’gainst any liorse in Florence, 
For an eiglit-iiiile course. 

Aleut. I would not win of you, 

In respect you are impatient of loss; 

Else I durst match him with my Barbary 
For twice the sum. 

Ccs. Vou do well to excuse it, 

Being certain to be beaten. 

Meut Tush ! you know 
The contrary. 

Ces. To end the controversy, 

Put it to trial; by my life, Fll meet you 
V/ith the next rising sun. 

Enter Clarissa. 

MeuL A matcli !—But here 
A])pears a Cynthia, that scorns to borrow 
A beam (T light from the great eye of Heaven, 
She being herself all briglitncss : How 1 envy 
Tliose amorous smiles, those kisses, but sure chaste 
ones, 

^yhieh she vouchsafes her brother! 

Clar. Yon aie wanton ; 

Pray you think me not Bianca; leave, I pray you! 
My niorlier will not sleep before she see you; 
And sinec you know her tenderness, nay, fondness, 
In every ciieiunstanec that concerns your safety, 
Vou are not i‘(|uaP to her. 

Ccs. I must leave you ; 

But will not fail to meet you. 

J/ent. Sof t, sleeps to you 1 
J/ar. [fr/t/u'n.] Cesario! 

E^uat.] i. e. Just, The word frequently occurs in that sense. 
—Ed. 1778. 
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Clai\ You are calFd again. 

Ccs, Some sons 

Co\nplain of too much rigour in their mothers : 

I of too much indulgence. You will follow ? 

Clar. You arc her lirst care; therefore lead the 
^ M^ay! Cesario. 

Mciit. She stays ; blest opportunity ! she stays 
As she invited conference ! she was ever 
Noble and free ; but thus to tempt my frailty. 
Argues a yielding in her ; or, contempt 
Of all that I dare offer. Stand 1 now 
Consulting? No ; I’ll put it home. 

Clar. Who waits there ? 

More lights ! 

Mail. You need them not; they arc as useless 
As at noon-day: Can there be darkness where 
Nature, then wisely liberal, vouchsafed 
To lend two suns ? 

Clar. Hyperboles! 

Ment, No; truths, 

Truths, beauteous virgin ; so my love-sirk hcaj' 
Assures me, and my understanding tells me 
1 must approach them wisely: Should 1 rasldy 
Fress near their scorching beams, they would con 
Slime me; 

And, on the contrary, should your disdain 
Keep me at too much distance, and I want 
Their comfortable heat, the frost of death 
Would seize on all my faculties. 

Clar. Pray you pause, sir ! 

This vehcmcncy of discourse must else needs tire 
you: 

These gay words take not me; ’tis simple faith, 
Honest integrity, and lawful flames, 

1 am delighted \vith. 

Ment, Such I bring with me; 
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And therefore, lady- 

Clar, Jhit that you took me off 
Kre 1 came to a period, 1 had added 
A long experience must be required 
Botli of his faith and trust, with wJiom a virgin 
Trafficks for what is dearest in this life, 

Her liberty and honour. I confess 
I oft have view’d you with an eye of fiivoiir; 
And, witli your generous parts, the many tenders 
Of doing me all fair olliccs, have won 

A goorl opinion from me-- 

Mint. Ob, speak ever ! 

I ne\cr lieard such music. 

L(nv. A plain tunc, sir, 
lint ’lis a liearty one. When I perceive, 
liy evident proofs, your aims arc truly noble, 

Ami that you bring tlie engines ol’fair love, 

Not of Ibul lust, to shake and miderininc 
]\Iv maitieii fortress, I may then make «ood 
What now I dare not promise. 

JMent. You already, 

Jn taking notice of my poor deservings, 

Have been magnificent, and ’twill appear 
A frontless impudence to ask beyond tins: 

Yet qualify, though not excuse, my error, 
3’liougb now I am ambitious to desire 
A confirmation of it! 

Cht)\ So it wrong not 
]\ly modesty to grant it. 

Ment. ’Ti^ far from me ; 

I only am a suitor you would grace me 

With some toy, but made rich in that}on wore it. 

To warrant to the world that I usurp not, 

When I presume to style myself your servant! 

\ ribbon from your shoe. 

Clar, You are too humble; 
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I’ll tliink upoii’t, and something of more value 
Shall witness how I prize you. It grows late ; 
1 * 11 . bring you to the door. 

Merit, You still more bind me. \Exeunt, 


SCENE ir. 


An Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter Dukey Albkrto, Baptista, Magistraten, 

and Attendants. 

Duke, You find, by this assured intelligence. 
The preparation of the Turk against us. 

We have met him oft and beat him; now to fear 
him 

Would argue want of courage ; and I hold it 
A safer policy for us and our signories, 

To charge him in his passage o’er the sea, 

Than to expect him here. 

Alb. May it please your highness, 

Since you vouchsafe to think me worthy of 
This great employment, if 1 may deliver 
My judgment freely, ’tis not tlattery 
Though I say my opinion waits on 3^011 
Nor would 1 give iny^ suffrage and consent 
To what you have proposed, but that I know it 


* My opinion waits on you.’] The small change ofyoM to yoursy 
takes all obscurity from this expression.— >SVwar</, 

We think the old readin.^ more suitable to the context, more in 
our authors’ style, and at least as free from obscurity.—Ed. 
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Worth the great speaker, though that the denial 
Call’d on your heavy anger. For myself 
I do profess thus much, if a blunt soldier 
May borrow so much from tnc oil’d-ton^ucd cour¬ 
tier, 

(That echoes whatsoe’er the prince allows of) 

All that my long experience Inith taught me, 
That have spent three parts of my life at sea, 
(Let it not taste of arrogance that I say it) 

Could not have added reasons of more weight 
To fortify your affections, than such 
As your grace out of observation merely 
Already have propounded. 

Bap}. With the honour 
To give the daring enemy an affront 
In being the first opposcr, it will teach 
. Your soldiers boldness, and strike fear in them 
That durst attempt you. 

1 ^iagts. Victuals and ammunition, 

And money too, the sinews of the war, 

Are stored up in the magazine. 

2 Magis. And the gal lies 

New rigg’d and train’d up, and at two days’ warn- 

ing 

Fit for the service. 

Duke. We commend your care ; 

Nor will we e’er be wanting in our counsels, 

As wc doubt n<»t your action. You, liaj)tista, 
vSball stay witii us ; that merchant is not wise, 
That ventures his whole fortunes in one bottom. 
Alberto, be our admiral! spare your thanks; 

’Tis merit in you that invites this honour; 
Preserve it such! Ere long you shall hear more. 
Things rashly undertaken end as ill; 

But great acts thrive when reason guides the will, 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


An open Pldce before the City, 


Enter three Gentlemen, 

1 Gent, No question, ’twus not well done' in 

Ccsario 

To cross the horse of youn^ Meiitivole 
In the niiddest of this course. 

2 Gent, That was not all; 

The switching him dulfd him. 

3 Gent, ’Would that both the jades 

Had broke their necks, when they first started! 
’Slight, 

We stand here prating; give them leave to whis¬ 
per, 

And, when they have cut one another’s throats. 
Make in to part ’em ! 

2 Geiit, There is no such hazard ; 

Their fathers’ friendship and their love forbid it: 
See where they come! 

Enter Mentivole and Cesario. 

1 Gent, With fury in their looks. 

Ment, You have the wager; with what foul 
play got 
ril not dispute. 

Ces, Foul play ? 
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Merit. I cannot speak it 
In a fairer language ; and if some respects 
Familiar to myself chain’d not my tongue, 

I should say—no more!*—I should—but I’ll sit 
down 

With this disgrace; howe’er, press me no further 
For, if once more provoked, you’ll understand 
I dare no more suft'er an injury, 

Than 1 dare do one. 

Ccs. Why, sir, are you injured 
In that 1 take my right, which I would force, 
Should you detain it? 

Ahm. Put it to judgment! 

Ces. No; 

My will in this shall carry it. 

Merit. Vour will 
Nay, farewell softness then! 

3 Gent. This I foresaw. 

[TVicy suddenly draw andfight. 
2 Gent, Hold, hold ! 

Ces. I am hurt. 

2 Gent. Shift for yourself; ’tis death. 

Ment. As you respect me, bear him off with care! 
If he miscarry, since he did the wrong. 

I’ll stand the shock oPt. 

2 Gent. Gently! he will faint else— . 

Ment. And speedily, I beseech you ! 

[Exeunt Gentlemen with Cesario. 
My rage over. 

That pour’d upon my reason clouds of error, 

* I should say no more.] Seward, tacitly and arbitrarily, reads, 

1 should say more. The present punctuation gives a spirit to the 
old text.—Ed. 1778. 

I'hough Mason defends Seward’s reading, there can be little 
doubt that the regulation of the old text, introduced by the editors 
of 1778, perfectly suits Mentivnte’s agitation of mind, and is by 
no means f* exceedingly embarrassed." 

.VOL. IX. 2 i> 
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I see my folly, and at what clear loss 
I have exchanged a real innocence 
To gain a mere fantastical report, 

Transported only by vain popular wind, 

To be a daring, nay, fool-hardy man. 

But, could I satisfy myself within here, 

^ How should I bear my father s frowns ? 

Enter Baptist A. 

They meet me ; 

My guilt conjures him hither. 

. Bapt. Sirrah I 
Meni, Sir. 

Bapt. 1 have met the trophies of your rulfian 
sword: 

Was there no other anvil to make trial 
How far thou durst be wicked, but the bosom 
Of him, which, under the adulterate name 
Of friendship, thou hast murder'd ? 

Mail. Murder’d, sir? 

My dreams abhor so base a fact: True valour, 
Employ’d to keep my reputation fair, 

From the austerest judge, can nev^er merit 
To be branded with that title. You begot me 
A man, no coward : And but call your youth 
To memory ! when injured, you could never 
Boast of the ass’s fortitude, slave-iike patience; 
And you might justly doubt I were your son, 

If 1 should entertain it. If Cesario 
Recover, as I hope his wounds not mortal, 

A second trial of what I dare do 

In a just cause, shall give strong witness for me 

I am the true heir to Baptista’s courage, 

As to Ins other fortunes. 

BdpL. Boy, to neither, 

But on this strict condition, which entreaties 
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From saints, nay angels, shall not make me alter. 
A friendship so began, and so continued 
Between me and Alberto my best friend, 

Your brawls shall not dissolve: It is my will,* 
And as I am thy father I command thee. 

That instantly, on any terms, how poor 
Soe’er it skills not, thou desire his pardon. 

And bring assurance to me he has sign’d it. 

Or by my father’s soul I’ll never know thee. 

But as a stranger to my blood : Perform it, 

And suddenly, without reply ! 1 have said it. 

Mcnt. And in it given a heavier sentence on me 
Than the most cruel death; You are my father, 
And your will to be served, and not disputed 
By me, that am your son: But I’ll obey. 

And though my heart-strings crack for’t, make it 
known. 

When you command, my faculties arc your own. 

[Ea:eunt^ 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


J Room in the House qf Alberto, 

Enter Alberto, Physician^ and a Surgeon* 

Phys. Have patience, noble sir! your son Cc 
sario 

Will recover, without question. 

9 
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SurfT. A slight wound; 

Thouijh’t pierced his body, it hath miss’d the vitals. 

Phys. My life for’t, he shall take the air again 
Within these ten days ! 

Alb. Oh, but from a friend! 

To receive this bloody measure from a friend! 

If that a man should meet a violent death, 

In a place where he had taken sanctuary, 

Would it not grieve him ? Such all Florence held 
Their friendship ; and *tis that which multiplies 
The injury. 

Phys. Have patience, worthy signor ! 

Alb. 1 <lo protest, as 1 am man and soldier,^ 

If I had buried him in a wave at sea, 

(Lost in some honourable action) 

I would not to the saltness of his grave 
Have added the least tear : But these quarrels^ 
Bred out of game and wine ! I had as lief 
He should have died of a surfeit. 

Enter Mahiana and Clarissa. 

Mar. Oh, what comfort ? 

How is it with our son, sir? 

Alb, His work-masters 
Bear me in hand here, (as my law^yer does 
When I have a crack’d title, or bad suit in law) 
All shall go well. 

AJar. I pray you, gentlemen. 

What think yem of his wound? 

Phys. ”l is but a scratch ; 

Notl-iiig to danger. 

Clar. Bur he received it from a friend; 

And the unkindness taVn at that may kill him. 
Mar. Let me see him. 

Phys. By no means; he slumbers. 
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Mar. Then I cannot believe you when you tell 
me 

There is hope of him. 

All). Yet many ladies 
Do give more faith to their physician 
Than to their confessor. 

Clar. Oh, my poor lost brother! 

And friend, more dear than brother! 

Alb. More loud instruments 
To disturb his slumbers? Go, go, take caroch! 
And, as you love me, you and the girl retire 
To our summer house i’ th’ country: Til be with 
you 

Within these two days. 

Mar, I am yours in all things, 

Though with much sorrow to leave him. 

f Hreimt M a u i a n a and Cl ahissa. 
Alb. I pray you, gentlemen. 

With best observance tend your patient: 

The loss of my heir male lies now a-bleeding; 
And think what payment his recovery 
Shall shower upon you. 

[Eaxunt Physician and Surgeon, 

Enter Mentivole. 

Of all men breathing. 

Wherefore do you arrive here ? are you mad.^ 

My injury begins to bleed afresh 

At sight of you. Why, this affront of yours 

I receive more malicious than the other. 

Your hurt was only danger to my son ; 

But your sight to me is death! Why come you 
hither ? 

Do you come to view the wounds which you have 
made, 

And glory in them? 
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Ment, Rather, worthy sir, 

To pour oil into them. 

.Alb, I am a soldier, sir. 

Least part of a courtier; and understand 

By your smooth oil, your present flatteiy- 

Ment. Sir, for my father’s sake, acknowledge liic 
To be born a gentleman, no slave; I ever 
Held flatterers of that breed; Do not misconstrue. 
In your distaste of me, the true intent 
Of my coming hither, for I do protest 
I do not come to tell you I am sorry 
For your son’s hurt. 

Alb. Not sorry ? 

Ment. No, not sorry: 

I have to the lowest ebb lost all my fury. 

But 1 must not lose my honesty. 'Twas he 
Gave heat unto the injury, which return’d, 

Like a petar* ill lighted, into th’ bosom 
Of him gave fire to’t: Yet, I hope his hurt 
Is not so dangerous but he may recover; 

When, if it please him call me to account 
For the loss of so much blood, I shall be ready 
To do him noble reason. 

Alb. You are arm’d 
Methinks with wond’rous confidence. 

Ment, Oh, with the best, sir; 

For I bring penitence and satisfaction. 

Alb, Satisfaction ? Why, I heard you say but 
now. 

You were not sorry for his wounds. 

Ment. Nor am I; 

The satisfaction which I bring, sir, is to you. 

You are a gentleman ne’er injured me; 


» Petar.] A petard, or petarre, an engine (made like a bell or 
mortar) wherewith strong gates are burst open.—C otghavb » 
Dictionary,-^Reed, 
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One ever loved my father, the right way, 

And most approved of noble amity; 

Yet I have run my sword quite through your heart. 
And slightly hurt your son ; for’t may be fear’d, 
A grief ta en at these years, for your son’s loss, 
May hazard yours : And therefore I am sent 
By him that has most interest in your sorrow, 
\VJio having chid me almost to the ruin 
Of a disheritance, for violating 
So continued and so sacred a friendship 
Offil’ty winters’standing ; such a friendship, 
That ever did continue like the spring. 

Ne’er saw the fall o’ th’ leaf; by him I am sent 
To say the wrong I have done, sir, is to you, 
And that I have quite lost him for a father. 

Until 1 find your pardon. Nay, there follows 
A weightier deprivation : His estate 
I could with a less number of sighs part with; 
Fortune might attend my youth and my deser¬ 
vings 

In any climate ; but a father’s blessing. 

To settle and confirm that fortune, no where 
But only here. Your pardon ! give me that; 
And when you have done, kill me ; for ’tis that 
Takes from me the effect of excommunication, 

A father’s heavy curse. 

Alb. Nay, may that curse 
Light on himself, for sending thee in this minute, 
When I am giown as deaf to all compassion 
As the cruellest sea fight, or most horrid tempest! 
That I had drowned i' th’ sea a thousand ducats. 
Thou hadst not made this visit I Hash young man, 
Thou takest me in an ill planet, and hast cause 
To curse thy father; for 1 do protest, 

If 1 had met thee in any part o’ th’ world. 

But under my own roof, 1 would have kill’d thee.— 
W’^ithin there I— 
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Enter Physician^ Surgeon^ and Servants, 

* Look you ! Here’s a triumph sent for 
The death of your young master. 

Sen), Shall we kill him ? 

No; 

ril not be so unhospitable.—But, sir, 

By iny life, I vow to take assurance from you, 
That right hand never more shall strike my son. 
Ment. That will be easily protested. 

Alh, Not easily, 

Wlieii it must be exacted, and a bloody seal to’t.:— 
Bind him, and cut off his right hand j)resently: 
Fair words shall never satisfy foul deeds. 

Chop his hand off! 

Ment, You cannot be so unrighteous 
To your own honour. 

Phys, Oh, sir, collect yourself. 

And recall your bloody purpose ! 

Alb, My intents 

Of this nature do ever come to action. 

Surg, Then I 

Must fetch another stickler.^ [Exit, 

Alb. Yet I do grieve at heart; 

And I do curse thy father heartily, 

That’s the cause of my dishonour, sending thee 
In such an hour, when I am apt for mischief. 

Apt as a Dutchman after a sea-fight, 

When his enemy kneels afore him.—Come, dis¬ 
patch ! 


* I must fetch another stickler.] A stickler was what we now 
call a sidesman, one who parted the combatants when the victory 
could be adjudged without bloodshed. Ritson observes, that in 
Cornwall sticklers are still chosen at popular games to decide dis¬ 
putes. 
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Scene L] 

Phytt. Entreat him, noble sir. 

Malt. Vou shall excuse me ; 

Whatsoever he dares do, that I dare suffer. 

Enter Cesario and Surgeon. 

Ces. Oh, sir, for honour's sake, stay your foul 
purpose; 

For if you do proceed thus cruelly, 

There is no cpiestion, in the wound you give him, 
I shall bleed to deatli for’t! 

Alh, Thou art not of my temper; 

W'hat I purpose, cannot be alter’d. 

Enter a Servant, 

ScTV. Sir, the duke 

W'ith all speed expects you: You must instantly 
Ship all your followers, and to sea. 

Alb. My blessing 

Stay with thee upon this condition, 

Take away his use of fighting; as thou hopest 
To be accounted for my son, perform it! [Exit, 
Ces. You hear what I’m enjoin’d to. 

Mcnt. Pray tliee, take it! 

Only this ring, this best-esteemed jewel, 

I will not give’t to th’ hangman chops it off; 

It is too dear a relic: I’ll remove it 
Nearer my heart. 

Ces. Ha ! that ring’s my sister’s ; [Apart. 
The ring 1 enjoin’d her never part withal 

W’^ithout my knowledge.-Come, sir, we arc 

friends. 

Pardon my father’s heat and melancholy; 

Two violent fevers which he caught at sea, 

And cannot yet shake off; Only one promise 
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I must enjoin you to, and seriously ; 

Hereafter you shall never draw a sword 
To the prejudice of my life. 

• Mmt, By my best hopes, 

1 shall not! 

. Ces. 1 pray deliver me your sword 
On that condition. 

Matt, I shall, sir : May it hereafter 
Ever fight on your parr! 

Ces, Noble sir, 1 thank you : 

But, for performance of your vow, I entreat 
Some .gage from you. 

Ment, Any, sir. 

Ces. Deliver me that ring. 

Ment. Ha! this ring.^ indeed this jewel binds me. 
If you knew the virtue of it, never mor^j 
To draw my svvord against you. 

Ces, Therefore 1 
Will have it. 

Ment, You may not. 

Ces. Come, you must: \Takes the ring. 

I that by violence could take your hand, 

Can enforce this from you. This is a token, sir, 
That we may prove friends hereafter. Fare you 
well! 

Phys, Why did you seize his sword, sir ? 

Ces, To perform 

What my father bade me; I have for the present 
Ta’en away his use of fighting. 

Phys, Better so, 

Than take that which your father meant! 

[Exeunt all hut Mentivole. 
Ment, Was ever the like usage ? Oh, that ring, 
Dearer than life! whither is honour fled.? 

Cesario, thouVt unmanly in each part, 

To seize my sword first, and then split my heart. 

[Exit, 
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A Room in the I?inJ 


Enter Host and Clown* 

Host. Tliy master, that lodges here in my Os- 
teria, is a rare man of art; they say he’s a witch. 

Clown. A witcli? nay, he's one step of, the lad¬ 
der to preferment higlier ; lie is a conjurer. 

Host. Is that his hijjher title? 

Cloa'it. Yes, I assure you ; for a conjurer is the 
devil’s master, and commands him; whereas a 
witch is the devil’s prentice, and obeys him. 

Host. Eound prentice to the devil ? 

Clown. Bound and enroll’d I assure you, he can¬ 
not start; and therefore 1 would never wish any 
gentleman to turn witch. 


s Seward turns this, and all other low scenes, into the most ri¬ 
diculous verse, and oi course very liberally employs contractions, 
omisbiuns, end additions. The last editors follow his example. 
Any reader s,ho wishes to have his tar tormented, and his metri¬ 
cal faculties pul to the test, is referred to the editions of 1750 and 
1778. One or two lines may be quoted from the former to prove 
Seward’s uncommon powers of enunciation:— 

H' must go to the herald for new arms, believe it.— 

I’ a gallery: a milliner has choice— 

To b"seen (that’s woman) bather upper part.— 

’Twas less sin f’r us to cozen him with money.— 

T* Geneva I • 

Ohe^jam satit! 
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Host, Why, man ? 

Clown, Oh, he loses his gentility by it; the de¬ 
vil in this case cannot help him ; he must go to 
the herald for new arms, believe it. 

Host. As I am true innkeeper, yet a gentle¬ 
man born, rU ne’er turn witch for.that trick I 
And thou hast been a great traveller ? 

Cloxvn, No, indeed, not I, sir. 

Host, Come, you are modest. 

Cloxvn, No, lam not modest; for T told you a 
lie, that you might the better understand 1 have 
been a traveller. 

Host. So, sir! They say your master’s a great 
physician too.? 

Ckfwn, He was no fool told you that, I assure 
you. 

Host. And you have been in England ? But 
they say ladies in England take a great deal of 
physic. 

Cloxvn. Both ways, on my reputation. 

Host. So ’tis to be understood : But they say 
ladies there take physic for fashion. 

Claivn. Yes, sir, and many times die to keep 
fashion. 

Host. How! Die to keep fashion r 

Clown. Yes; I have known a lady sick of the 
small-pox, only to keep her face from pit-holes, 
take cold, strike them in again, kick up the heels, 
and vanish. 

Host. There was a kicking up the heels with a 
witness! 

Clown. No, sir; I confess a good face has many 
times been the motive to the kicking up of the 
heels with a witness, but this was not. 
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Enter Hostess and Bianca. 

Host. Here come my wife and daughter. . ' 

Ckfwn. You have a pretty commodity of this 
night-worm. 

Host. Why, man ? 

Clown. She is a pretty lure to draw custom to 
your ordinary. 

Host. Dost think I keep her to that purpose? 

Clown. When a dove-house is empty, there is 
cur.iin-sced used to purloin from the rest of the 
neighbours; in England you have several ada¬ 
mants* to draw in spurs and rapiersone keeps 
silk-wonns in a gallery; a milliner has choice of 
monkies and paraketoes; another shews bawdy 
East Indian pictures, worse than ever were Are- 
tine’s ; a goldsmith keeps his wife wedged into 
his shop like a meiinaid, nothing of her to be seen 
(that’s woman) but her upper part. 

Host. Nothing but her upper part? 

Clown. Nothing but her upper bodice, and he 
lives at the more heart’s ease. 

* Adamants.'] That is, magnets. In A Midsummer-Night's 
Dream. Ileloa sa^s— 

“ Vou draw me, you hard-hearted adamant; 

But set you draw not iron, tor my heart 
Is truf as slocl.” 

’ To drai. h> j)ur!» and rapiers.] In Ben Jonsou's Alchemist if 
the same xlea • Subtle says to Abel Druiger,— 

“ Beneath your lliitsh- Id bury inc a loadstone^ 

To draw in gallants iliat wear spurs'* —Kd. 1778. • 

In the Clown’s speech we have a curiouii'description of the out¬ 
landish wonders with which shopkeepeis attiacted the notice of 
customers, by exhibiting them in lire windows. The snakes and 
crocodiles in apothecaries’ shops, (and perhaps also the golden 
birds of paradise over those of mercers) are the only remnants of 
*hc practice. 
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Host. What’s the reason ? 

Clowti, Because her nether part can give no 
temptation. By your leave, sir, I’ll tend my mas¬ 
ter,* and instantly be with you for a cup of cher- 
ally* this hot weather. [Exit, 

Host, A nimble-pated rascal!—Come hither, 
• daughter; 

When was Cesario here ? 

Bian, Sir, not this fortnight. 

Host. I do not like his visits; commonly 
He comes by owl-light; both the time and man¬ 
ner is 

Suspicious ; I do not like it. 

Bian. Sir, the gentleman 
Is every way so noble, that you need not 
Question his intent of coming: Though you did, 
Pray, sir, preserve that good opinion of me. 

That, though the custom of the place I was born in 
Makes me familiar to every guest, 

I shall in all things keep myself a stranger 
To the vices they bring with them. 

Hostess, Kight, my daughter! 

She has the right strain of her mother. 

Host, Of her mother? 

An I would speak, 1 know from whence she took it. 
When I was as young, I was as honest. 

Hostess, Leave your prating, and study to be 
drunk, and abuse your guests over and over! 

* Cherall^."] With the nature of this liquor I am utterly unac- 
quainlcil. A ccuijecturc has however occurred, that c/icra/Zy may 
be » parting cuj), formed from the Frmkch words, cher and alter. 
In Scotch, bunulais has the same meaning, aiui is a corruption 
from bon allez. The conjecture is made at hazard, and by no 
means utl'urcd as an inconlruvertible explanation. 
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Enter Foroeosco and Clown, 

Host. Peace, wife; my honourable guest!. 

For, My endear’d landlord, and the rest of the 
compliments o’ the house ! 

Host. Breakfast is ready, sir ; it waits only the 
tide of your stomach. 

Clown. And mine gapes for’t, like a stale oyster. 

Host. Ere you go to bed,® fail not of that I pray. 

[Exeunt all hut Forobosco and Clown. 

For. We will instantly be with you —Now we 
are all fellows: Nine o’clock, and no clients come 
yet? Sure thou dost not set up bills enough. 

Clmm. I have set up bills in abundance. 

For, VFhat bills? 

Cloivn. Murry, for curing of all diseases, reco¬ 
very of stolen goods, and a thousand such impos¬ 
sibilities. 

For. The place is unlucky. 

Cloivn. No, certain ’tis scarcity of money; do 
not you hear the lawyers complain of it? Men 
have as much malice as e’er they had to wrangle, 
but they have no money.—Whither should this 
money be travell’d ?' 

For. To the devil, I think. 

Clown. ’Tis with his cofferer I am certain, that’s 
the usurer. 


» Ere you go to bed. fail not of fhat^ I pray.] These words have 
hitherto been made a continuaiioii of the Clowns speech; but 
from him tl.e^ ^tera devoid of meaning. If spoken by the Host, 
audtf we may very well understand by them that the Clown gapes 
for his breakfast even before he goes to bed. —Ed, J 77S. 

The supposition of Mason is more probable, that the words al¬ 
lude to some directions which the Host is giving to his wife. 

' Traulamct,] Corrected in the second folio. 
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For, Our cheating does not prosper so well as 
it was wont to do. 

Clown, No, sure. Why, in England we could 
cozen ’em as familiarly, as if we had travell’d with 
a brief, or a lottery. 

For. In the Low-Countries we did pretty well. 
' Clown. So, so, as long as we kept the mop-head¬ 
ed butter-boxes soler; marry, w'hen they were 
drunk, then tiie^ grew buzzards: You sliouid 
have them reel their heads t<*L’*ether, and dclibe- 
rate! Your Dutchman, indeed, when he is 
is like a fox; for when he s sunk in driiik, quite 
earth t(/ a man’s thinking, 'tis full exchaiig^'-time 
witli him, then he’s subtlest. But your Switzer, 
'twas nothing to cheat him. 

Foj\ Nothing 

Clown. No, nor conscience to be made of it; 
for since nature aforehand cozen'd hi’u of his wit, 
’twas the less sin for us to cozen him of his money. 

For. But these Italians are most nimble-patcd 
we must have some new trick for them. 1 pro¬ 
test, but that our Hostess’ daughter is a sweet 
lass, and draws great 'sort to tlf house, we were 
as good draw teeth a-horsebaci;. 

Clown. 1 told ’em in the markct-placeyou could 
conjure, and nobody would believe me; but, ere 
long, I will make ’em believe you can conjure with 
such a figuary I * 

For. What language shall’s conjure in ? High- 
Dutch, I think, that’s full in the mouth. 


* Your Dutchmant indeed, when nt is loxed.J A cant phrase 
for drunk. So in Middleton's comedy, Any 1’hjng for a Quiet 
Life^i—“ Such a day i got J'oxed with toolish metheglin, in the com¬ 
pany of certain Welsh chapmen." 

* Yiguart/."] This is the old word for vagary. 

H 
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Clown, No, no, Spanish; that roars besti and 
V iil appear more dreadful. 

For, Pr’ythee tell me thy conceit thou hast to 
^ull them. 

Clown, No, no, 1 will not stale it;* but, my 
dear jews-trump, for thou art but my instrument, 
J am the plotter and when we have cozen’d ’em 
li/fost tightly, thou shalt sUa) av ay i' e iiinkeep- 
e > liaughtei, I’ll p ovide myself of another move- 
>'e and we 'viK ssiost purely retire our.-^elvos to 
va. 

Tbou ; t the ^ ompass i sail bv. [Ej,xunt, 


SCENT Til, 


A 6'lrrcit 


Fn/cr JjAprisTA rjid Mentivole, 

BapL U'* evfci ..•xptctatioii of so noble 
A rc(iuital answered wit^ j>uch contumely 1 
A wild ^’^umidi'’l) that had sock’d a tigress, 
Would not have been so barbarous ; Did he threat 
To f Vi thy ! and ott? 

AJenC, Yes, s'n , ’u ^ his slaves 
ITcrc ready to ourf t. 

Bapt. What 1 ii'.Lr’d it ? 

Jllent, Only his son’s entreaty. 

Bapt. Noble youth ! 

^ No, no^ 1 will not steal tV.] Corrected in, 1750* 

VOL. IX, g E 
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I wrsh thou wert not of his blood; thy pity 
Gives me a hope thou art not. 

Ment. You mistake, sir; 

The’injury that follow’d from the son 
Was worse than the father’s: He did first disarm, 
And took from me a jewel, which I prize 
Above my hand or life. 

Bapt, Take thy sword from thee ? 

He stole it like a thief rather; he could not 
1* th’ field deprive thee of it 
MenL He took it from me, 

And sent me forth so thin, and so unmade-up, 

As if I had been a footboy. 

Bapt. Oh, my fury! 

I must now ask thee forgiveness, that my rash¬ 
ness, 

Bred out of too much friendship, did expose thee 
To so imminent a danger; which 1 vow 
I will revenge on the whole family. 

All the calamities of my whole life. 

My banishment from Genoa, my wife’s loss. 
Compared to this indignity, is nothing; 

Their family shall repair’t; it shall be to them 
Like a plague, when the dog-star reigns most hot! 
An Italian’s revenge may pause, but is ne’er for¬ 
got. [Krit 

Ment. I would .1 had conceal’d this from my fa¬ 
ther. 

For my interest in Clarissa ! My care now 
Must be to untangle this division. 

That our most equal flames may be united: 

And from these various and perturbed streams, 
Rise, like a sweet morn, after terrible dreams. 
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SCENE IV. 


Room m the House of Alberto. 


Enter Clarissa and Cesario. 

Clar, Brother, I am happy in your recovery. 
Ces. And I, sister, 

Am ever best pleased in your happiness. 

But I miss a toy should be on your finger. 

Clar. My ring! 

. This morning when I wash’d, I put it off ; 

Tis in my window. 

Ces. Where’s your looking-glass ? 

Clar. Here, sir. 

Ces. ’Tis a fair one. 

Cla?\ ’Tis pure crystal. 

Ces. Can a diamond cut in crystal ? Let me see; 
I’ll grave my name in’t. 

Clar. Oh, you’ll spoil my glass.® 

Ces, Would you not have your brother in your 
eye.^ 

I had thought he had been planted in your heart. 

5 Clar. OA, pou*il spoil my glass. 

Would you not have your brother in your eye ? 

Ces. rd thoughty 4'C*] This second line evidently belongs 
to Cesarioy though given in the former editions to Clarissa. Mr 
Sympsonand Mr Theobald coAcurred in this correction.-— 

It must be recollected that looking-glasses were worn at the 
girdle at the lime. In Massinger’s City-Madam, Lady Frugal, 
Anne, Mary, and Milliscnt, enter with looking-glasses at their 
girdles.” Clarissa, in the text, was evidently provided with one 
also. 
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Look you; the diamond cuts quaintly; you are 
cozen’d, 

Yo.ur crystal is too brittle. 

Ciai\ ’Tis the ring [^Aside* 

I gave unto Mentivole ! sure, the same !— 

You put me to amazement, sir, and horror: 
llow came you by that ring? 

Ces. Does the blood rise? 

Cla7\ Pray, sir, resolve me,^(oh, for pily do) 
And take from me a trembling at the heart, 

That else will kill me! for I too much fear 
Nothing but death could ravish it from his hand 
That wore it. 

Ccs, Was it given to Mentivole 
On that condition ? 

Ckir. Tell me of his health first, 

And then I’ll tell you any thing. 

Ccs, By my life, he’s w'cll; 

In better health than I am. 

Clar. Then, it was, sir. 

Ces. Then shall 1 ever hate thee, oh, thou false 
one ’ 

Hast thou a faith to give unto a friend, 

And break it to a brother r Did I not, 
all the ties of blood, importune thee 
Never to part with it without my knowledge: 
Thou might'st have given it to a muletteer. 

And made a contract with him in a stable, 

At as cheap a price of my vengeance ! Never more 
Shall a woman’s trust beguile me: You arc all 
Like relics; you may well he look’d upon, 

But come a man to th’ handling of you once, 

Yfui fall in pieces! 

Clar, Dear sir, 1 have no way 
Look’d either beneath reason, or myself, 

In my election : There’s paiity in our blood. 

And in our fortunes; ancient amity 

Betwixt our parents j to which wants nothing, but 
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Scene IV.] 

The fruit of blessed marriage between us, 

To add to their posterities. Nor does now 
Any inipeachnient rise, except the sad 
And unexpected quarrel, which divided 
So noble and so excellent a friendship. 

Which, as .1 ne’er had magic to foresee, 

So I could not prevent. 

Ces. V\^ell, you must give me leave 
To have a hand in your disposing; 1 shall, 

In the absence of my father, be your guardian ; 
His suit must pass through my office. Mentivole.^ 
He has too much of my blood already ; he has, 
And he gets no more of’t.—Wherefore weep you, 
mother 7 

Enter Mariana a?td a Sailor, 

Mar. ’I’is occasion’d by a sorrow 
Wherein you have a child's part, and the mainest; 
Your lather’s dead. 

Ces. Dead ? 

Alar. There is one can relate the rest. 

Sailor. I can, sir; your father’s drown’d, 

Most unfortunately drown’d. 

Ces. How? in a tempest? 

Sailor. No, sir, in a calm. 

Calm as this evening: The gunner, being drunk, 
Forgot to fasten the ordnance to their ports, 
When came a sudden gust, which tumbled them 
All to the starboard side, o’erturn’d the sliip, 

And sunk her in a moment; some six men 
That were upon the deck were saved; the rest 
Perish’d with your father. 

Clar. Oh, my dearest father 1 

Ces, I pray thee, leave us. [Erit Sailor. 

Alar, I have a sorrow of anotlier nature 
Equ al to the former. 
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Ces, And most commonly 
They come together. 

Mar. The family of the Baptist! 

Are grown to faction, and upon distaste 
Of the injury late offer’d in my house, 

Have vow’d a most severe and fell revenge 
’Gainst all our family, but especially 
’Gainst you, my dear Cesario. 

Ces. Let them threat; 

I am prepared to oppose them. 

Mar. And is your loss then 
Of so easy an estimation ? What comfort 
Have I but in your life? and your late danger 
Presents before me what 1 am to suffer, 

Should you miscarry : Therefore I’ll advise you, 
When the funeral is over, you would travel ; 
Both to prevent their fury, and wear oi*t 
The injury, 

Ces. No, mother, I will not travel— 

So in my absence he may marry my sister— 

* [Jside. 

I will not travel, certain. [Eait. 

Mar. Oh, my Cesario, 

Whom I respect and love ’bove my own life, 
Indeed with a kind of dotage ! he shall never 
Go forth o’ doors, but the contrary faction will 
Endanger his life; and then am I most wretched ! 

I am thinking of a strange prevention, 

Which I shall witness with a bleeding eye ; 
Fondness sometimes is worse than cruelty. [Exit. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Room in the Inn, 


Enter Host, Hostess^ and Bianca, 

Host, Haunted, my house is haunted with gob¬ 
lins ! I shall be frighted out of my wits, and set 
up a sign only to invite carriers and foot-posts, 
scarecrows to keep olF the cavalry,® and gentry 
of the best rank. I will nail up my doors, and 
wall up my girl, wife, like an anchoress, or she 
will be ravished before our faces by rascals and 
cacafiigoes,’ wife, cacafugoes ! 

Hostess, These are your incomes! Remember 
your own proverb. The savour of every gain smelt 
sweet: Tliank nobody butyourself for this trouble! 

Host, No galling, dear spouse, no galling! every 
day's new vexation abates me two indies in the 
waist; terrible penance for an host!—Girl, girl, 
which of all this gallimaufry® of man’s flesh ap- 


< Catalrie ] This word is here evidently used in the original 
sense of knighthood, the cavaliers, from cabcUleriay Sp.; 
leriCf Fr. 

’ Cacafugoes,"}^ From the Spanish cacafuego ; similar to our 
phrase, spiyire. Hence the name of Cacafogo in Rule a Wife and 
Have a Wite. 

« Gallimaufry.'] i. e. Medley. So in I-tily's Alexander and 
Campaspe—** Thus with sayings, not with meat, he maketh a gal* 
limafrey,*' 
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pears tolerable to thy choice ? speak shortly, and 
speak truly! I must and will know, must and 
will! hear you that? 

Bran, Sir, be not jealous of my care and duty! 
I am so far from entertaining thouglrts 
Of liberty, that much more excellent objects 
Than any of such coarse contents as these are, 
Could not betray mine eye to force my heart 
Conceive a wish of any dearer happiness 
Than your direction warrants. I am yours, sir. 

Hostess^ What thinks the man now ? Is not this 
strange at thirteen ? 

Host, Very good words; there’s a tang** in 'em, 
and a sweet one; ’tis music, wife; and now I 
come t’ye. Let us a little examine the several 
conditions of our paragraphistical suitors I The 
first a travelling tailor, who, by the mystery of his 
needle and thimble, hath survey’d the fashions of 
the French and English; this Signor Gingerbread, 
stitch’d up in the shreds of a gaudy outside, sows 
linings with his cross-legg’d compliment, like an 
ape doing tricks over a staff, cringes, and crouches, 
and kisses his fore-finger. 

Hostess. Out upon him ! 

Host. A second, a lavoltetere, a saltatory, a dan¬ 
cer with a kit* at his bum ; one that, by teaching 
great madonnas to foot it, has miraculously pur¬ 
chased a ribanded waistcoat, and four clean pair 
of socks; a fellow that skips as he walks, and in- 


’ There*s a tangi/t ’cwi.] This was the ancient manner of spell¬ 
ing and pronouncing twang. 

■ A secondf a lavoltetere, a saltatory, a dancer with a kit.] A 
Ut is a small violin. The term of lavoltetere is derived from tho 
favourite dance lavolta, which Sir John Davies thus describes-— 
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stead of sensible discourse, vents the curious-con¬ 
ceit of some new tune stolen from a masque, 9 r a 
bawdy ditty, elevated for the pole arclick of a 
lady’s chamber ; in that file stands another of 
your inamoratoes. 

Hostess,. Hang him anil his fiddle together ! he 
never fiddles any child of ours. 

Host, The third, a mongrel, got by a Switzer 
on an Italian ; this puppy, being left well estated, 
comes to f lorencc, that the world may take notice 
how impossible it is for experience to alter the 
course of nature; a fool, wife! and, indeed, a 
clown turn’d gallant seldom or never proves other 
than a gallant fool; this toy prates to little pur¬ 
pose other than— IVhat's oclock? Skali'sgo di'ink? 
D'}jc J or sooth? and Thank ye heartily, 1 fear no 
art in him to catch thee: and yet we must be tor¬ 
mented with this buzzard amongst the rest. 

Hostess, Tis your own folly; forbid him the 
house. 

HosL The fourth, a mule-driver, a stubborn and 
a harsh knave ; the fifth, a schoolmaster, a very 
amorous pedant, run almost mad with study of 
sonnets/ and compliments out of old play-ends ; 

“ Yet is there one, the most dclightAil kind, 

A lofty jumping or a Jeiipir.g round, 

Where arm in arm, two dancers are entwin'd. 

And whirl themselves in strict einbraccments round, 
And siiil their t'eet an anapest do sound : 

An anapest is all their music-song, 

Wliose first two are short, and third is long.” 

The dance is certainly similar to the German tcallZi but by no 
means identical with it, as iMr Gillbtd has imagined.. The leaps 
seem to have been higher, and the music, as described in the last 
three lines, which that commentator does not quote, is of a very 
diilbrcnt nature. 

9 

• linn almost mad with stiahof sonnets,'\ All the Host’s part in 



442 


THE FAIR MAID OF [Act III. 


the last, an advocate’s clerk, that speaks pure 
fustian in law-terms : Excellent courtiers all, and 
all as neat as a magnifico’s post new painted, at 
his entrance to an office! Thou shalt have none 
of ’em. Laugh at ’em, do! I say, thou shalt have 
none of ’em. 


tliis scene, as the conjuror's in others, has been hitherto printed 
as prose ; but the reader will see, that without any strain (for I 
have scarce added or struck out a single expletive) it runs into an 
aHected hobbling verse, which to me seems to add great humour 
to almost every sentiment, giving a comic dignity to the whole, 
which IS of all drollery the most laudable. In this line a mono¬ 
syllable seems evidently dropt, for the epithet nevi not only fills 
the measure, but makes a proper antithesis to the old in the next 
line, which is a proof of its having been originally a verse.—5c- 
uard. 

Though this note is just in the main, yet there are two things in 
it which call for animadversion. In the first place, the word new 
is not necessary to the measure, nor have ivc a right to create 
an antithesis In the second, though lUr Seward says be has nut 
U'-ed any strain^ he has here (as in all other parts of his edition) 
interpolated, omitted, and slaughtered words (similar instances see 
at the end of Wit without Money) in a manner unprecedented 
and unparalleled.—Ed. 1778. 

We have here the most extraordinary avowal by Seward, which, 
however, is so far erroneous, that what he calls raetrifying the 
prose of the old book “ without any strain," is in fact such as 
must prove the most complete disregard of authority in his mind, 
and the most unmusical composition of bis auricular organs. In 
a previous page, the reader has had au opportunity to judge of 
these little innocent freedoms; but there arc a few Hues in his 
copy which are such delectable instances of harmonious contrac¬ 
tions, that I must submit them to the trial of the reader's risible 
faculties— 

T* keep oft' ib' cavalry, and gentry of the best rank.— 
Before our faces b’ raacals and racafugoes— 

Cringes and crouches, 'nd kisses his forefinger.”— 

That Mr Colman could have suffered these speedies to remain in 
metre, contrary to authority and common sense, must appear 
wonderful to any one who reads them in his edition. 
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Bian. Still your command to me shall stand a 
law. 

Host, Now they throng like so many horse- 
courses at a fair, in clusters about the man of 
art, for love-powders, ingredients, potions, coun¬ 
sels, postures, compliments, philters, the devil 
and the—How now ? tumults, batteries, noise ?* 

[Clown cries within. 

For, [Within,'] Ha, get from my sight! * 

Euler Forobosco, and Clown with his Head bloody. 

Clown, Murder me, do; pound me to mummys 
do ! see what will come on’t. 

For, Dog, leave thy snarling,, or I’ll cut thy 
tongue out! 

riioii unlick’d bear, darest thou yet stand my fury, 
•My generous rage ? yet ? By the sulphurous damps 
Tlnit feed the hungry and incessant darkness. 
Which curls around the grim Alastor^s back, 
Mutter again, and with one powerful word, 

I’ll call an host up from the Stygian lakes, 

Shall waft thee to the Acherontic fens; 

^Fherc, choak’d with mists as black as thy impos¬ 
tures, 

Thou shalt live still a-dying! 

Clown, Conjure me to the devil, an you can! I 
live in hell upon earth already: An you had any 
mercy, you would not practise upon a kind heart 
thus. 

Host. You have drawn blood from him, signor; 
is his offence unpardonable? 

3 HUf get from my This has been made the conclusion 

of the Host*s speech, which evidently belongs to Forobosco as he 
enters.— Seward, 
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For, A lump of ignorance, (pray speak not for 
him) 

A drowsy grossness 1 In all Christian kingdoms, 
The mention of my art, my name, my practice, 
Merit, and glory, hath begot at once 
Delight and wonder.—I’ll not be entreated; 
Spare intercession for him !—Oh, thou.scorn 
Of learning, shame of duty, must thy sloth 
Draw my just fame in question ? I discharge 
Thee from my service; see me no more henceforth! 

Clowfi. Discharge me ? Is that my year’s wages ? 
ni not be so answered. 

For, Not, camel ? sirrah, I am liberal to thee. 
Thou hast thy life; be gone ! 

\ Clown, Vengeance, sweet vengeance ! 

For. Do ye mumble r 

Clown. I’ll be revenged, monstrously, suddenly, 
and insatiably: My bulk begins to swell. 

For. llomotokntonj PragmatophoroSj IJdiostyco 
rax ! 

Clown. Call up your spirits I I defy ’em ! Well, 
I’ll haveTaw for my broken pate, (twelve ounces 
of pure blood, troy-weight) in despite of tl\^e my 
master, and thy master the grand devil himself : 
Vindicta, vindkta! . [^Exit, 

Host. Signor, you are exceeding moved. 

Hostess* Mercy upon us, what terrible words 
thou talk’st! 

For. A slave, a cur!—But be not you affrighted, 
Young virgin! ’twere an injury to sweetness, 
Should any rough sound d.aw from your cheeks 
The precious tincture^ which makes Nature proud 
Of her own workmanship. 

Host. Wife, mark; mark that, wife ! 

Bian. Shake then your anger off, sir. 
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For. You command it, 

Fair one. Aline llo?>tand Hostess, with your leaves, 
I have a motion jointly to you all. * 

Hostess. An honest one I hope. 

Host. Well put in, wile ! 

For. A very necessary one : The mess 
And half of suitors, that attend to usher 
Their love’s sir-revcrcnec tu your daughter, wait 
Witn one consent, whieli can best please her eye 
In oifoiing at a dance: I have provided 
AJusu*; and ’tM ill be something, 1 dare promise, 
W orthy your laughter. Shall they have admit¬ 
tance ? 

Ifosl. Ijv any means; for I am persuaded the 
manner will be so ridiculous, that it will confirm 
the assurance of their miserable fooleries: Dul 
no longer trouble with ’em here, than they are in 
these May-games! 

For. So I am resolved. 

H(}slcs.'<. Nor any wise word of senseless love I 

* 

FyV. Not any; 1 have charm’d them. Dili you 
see how they prepared themselves, how they stroke 
up their loretops, how they justle for the looking- 
glass to set their faces by it, (see, they muster!) 
you would look for some most impossible antic. 

Frier Tailor^ Dancer^ JiluleUccrj Schoo(master, 

Cierlj^ Coxcomb ; all leith stvcral Fajjers, and 

present ibcni to Foaonosco. 

Host. So, so, so, so! here flutter the nest of hor¬ 
nets, the hotch-potch of rascality : Now, now, 

5 Schoolmaster, Clnk.'\ I have added the Coxcomb to the num- 
b' r, Mr Sympson having justly obseivcMl tlial the 7o^'ss and a half 
*}f suitors were evidently six, and as t) e Coxcouib is one of tiicin 
in the next scene in vvincli they ap| ea:, and is tl c second in foro- 
botco's Ibt, he ought evidently to have a place lieie. 
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nowj now! The dunghill of corruption hath yawn*d 
forth the burden of abomination. I am vex’d, 
vex’d to the soul ; will rid my house of this un¬ 
christen’d fry, and never open my doors again. 
For, Some other time; I’ll give no answer now. 
But have preferred your suits; here shew your 
cunning. 

First, every one in order do his honour 
To the fair mark you shoot at; courtly, courtly. 
Convey your several loves in lively measure: 
Come, let us take our seats. Some sprightly mu¬ 
sic ! 

Host, Dance all and part; ’tis a very necessary 
farewell. [Music. 

They all make ridiculous congees to Bianca, rank 
themselves, and dance in several postures ; during 
the.dancc, enter Cesario, and stands off. 

Host. Well done, my lusty bloods, preciously 
well done! One lusty rouse of wine, and take 
leave on all sides 1 

Ces. Thanks for your revels, gentlemen! accept 
This gold, and drink as freely as you danced. 

Host. My noble Lord Cesario ? Clear the rooms, 
sirs! 

For, Away; attend your answers. 

[Exeunt Forobosco and suitors. 
Ces. With your favour, 

Rolando, I would change a word or two 
With your fair daughter. 

Host. At your lordship’s pleasure.—Come, wife, 
no muttering ! Have a care, girl!—My love, ser¬ 
vice, and duty to your good lordship ! 

[Exeunt Host and Hostess. 
Ces. My often visits, sweet Bianca, cannot 
But constantly inform thy judgment wherein 
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Thy happiness consists: For to stealHninutes 
From great employments, to converse with beauty, 
Lodged in so mean a fortune ; to lay by 
Consideration of the unequal distance , \ 
Between my blood and thine; to shun occasions 
Of courtship with the ladies of the time. 

Noble and fair, only for love to thee; 

Must of necessity invite a tenderness, 

As low as Nature could have stamp’d a bondwo¬ 
man s, 

To entertain quick motions of rare gratitude 
For my uncommon favours. 

Bia/t. *Deed, my lord, 

As far as my simplicity can lead me, 

1 freely thank your courtesies. 

Ces. To thank them 
Is to reward them, pretty one. 

Bian, Then teach me 

How 1 may give them back again: In truth 
I never yet received a pair of gloves, 

A.trifling ring, from any that expected 
An equal satisfaction, but as willingly 
I parted with the gift unto the owner. 

As he bestow’d it. 

Ces. But I pour before thee 
Such plenties, as it lies not in the ability 
Of thy whole kindred to return proportionable. 
One for a thousand. 

Bian. You, my lord, conclude 
For my instruction; To engage a debt 
Beyond a possibility of payment, 

1 ever thought a sin ; and therefore justly, 
Without conceit of scorn, or curious rudeness, 

I must refuse your bounty. 

Ces. Canst thou love ? 

JBtah, Love ! is there such a word in any lan¬ 
guage 
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Tli^it carri^ honest sense ? 

Ces, Never dwelt Ignorance [Aside, 

In so sweet-shaped a building!—Love, Bianca, 

Is /that firm knot which ties two hearts in one : 
Shall ours be tied so ? 

lUan. Use a plainer word, 

•My lord; instead of ties, say marries hearts; 
Then I may understand. 

Ces. Their, hearts are married, 

Whose interchange of pleasures and embraces, 
Soft kisses, and the privacies of sweets, 

Keeps constant league together; when tempta¬ 
tion 

Of great mcn^s oaths and gifts shall urge con¬ 
tempt, 

Rather than batter resolution : Novelty 
Of sights, or taste of new delights in wantonness. 
Breeds surfeit more than appetite in any 
Reserved to noble vows : i\iy excellent maid, 
Live thou but true to me, and my contents, 

Mine only, that no partner may partake 
The treasure of those sweets thy youth yet glo¬ 
ries in. 

And I will raise thy lowness to abundance 
Of all varieties ; and more triumph 
In such a mistress, than great princes doting 
On truth-betraying wives. 

Bian. Thus to yield up then 
The cottage of my virtue, to be swallow’d 
By some hard-neighbouring landlord, such as you 
are. 

Is in effect to love ? A lord so vicious ? 

Oh, where shall Innocence find some poor”dweil- 

ing, 

Free from Temptation’s tyranny 
Ces, Nay, pr’ythee! 
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Bian, Gay clothes, high feeding, easy beds of 
lust, 

Change of unseemly sights, with base discourse. 
Draw curses on your palaces : For my part, ^ 
This I will be confirm'd in; I will eat 
The bread of labour, know no other rest 
Than what is earn'd from honest pains, ere once* 
more 

Lend ear to your vile toils 1** Sir, ’would you were 
As noble in desires, as I could be 
In knowing virtue ! Pray do not afflict 
A poor soul thus. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Ces. I swear-To me ? [Bianca goes off. 

Gent. The duke, my lord, commands your speedy 
presence, 

For answering aggrievances late urged 
Against you by your mother. 

Ces. By my mother ? 

Gent, The court is n«ar on sitting. 

Ces, I wait on it, sir. [Exeunt. 

^ To your vile toils.] Mr Sympson would read tales for toilSf 
which I cannot assent to; for small inconsistencies in metaphor are 
too common with all nervous writers, to be supposed corruptions 
of the press.— Seward. 
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An Aparbne7it in the Palace, 


Duke, Magistrates, Secretary, and Baptist a, dts- 
covered sitting. Men ti vole standing by, Tcith 
Attendants, 

Duke. What waste of blood, what tumults,, what 
divisions, 

What outrages, what uproars in a state, 

Factions, though issuing from mean springs at first. 
Have (not restrain’d) flowed to, the sad example 
At Rome, between the Ursins and Colonnas, 

Na}’, here at home, in Flcyence, .’tvvixt the Neri 
And the Bianchi, can too mainly witness. 

I sit not at the helm, my lords, of sovereignty. 
Deputed pilot for the commonwealth. 

To sleep whilst others steer, as their wild fancies 
Shall counsel, by the compass of disorders. 
Baptista, this short preface is directed 
Chiefly to you : The petty brawls and quarrels 
Late urged betwixt the Alberti and your family, 
Must (yes and shall) like tender unknit joints. 
Fasten again together of themselves ; 

Or, like an angry surgeon, we will use 
The roughness of our justice, to cut off 
The stubborn rancour of the limbs offending! 

Bapt, Most gracious Florence- 

Duke, Our command was signified^ 
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That neither of the followers of each party 
Should appear here with weapons. 

Bapt. ’Tis obey’d, sir, 

On my side 

Duke, We must leave the general cause 
Of state employments, to give ear to brawls 
Of some particular grudges ; politic government’ 
For tutor’d princes! But no more ! henceforth 
Our frown shall check presumption, not our cle¬ 
mency. 

Enter Mariana and Clarissa at one J)oor,*CE- 

SARio at the other. 

Mar. All blessings due to unpartial princes 
Crown Florence with eternity of happiness! 

SJ'hcxf kneeh 

Ces, If double praycis can double blessings, 
great sir, 

Aline join foi your prosperity with my mother's. 
Duke, Rise both ! Now briefly, lady, w ithout 
ciicumstance, 

Deliver those iiggricvances, which lately 
Vour importunity possess’d’ our counsel 
Were fit for audience, wherein you petition’d 
You might be heard without an advocate, 

Which boon you find is granted. 

Alar, Though divided 

I stand between the laws of Truth and Modesty, 
Yet let my griefs have vent! yet the clearness 
Of strange necessity icquircs obedience 
To nature and your mercy! In my weeds 
Of mourning, emblems of too-dear misfortunes. 


’ Powm’J.] That is, informed, acquainted. So in Twelfih 
Night;—“ Posie&s us,/lossew us, tell us ‘lometlnng of him,’^ 
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Badges of griefs, and widowhood, the burden • 
Of my charged soul must be laid down before you; 
Wherein, if strict opinion cancel shame. 

My frailty is my plea.®—Stand forth, young man, 
And hear a story that will strike all reason 
Into amazement! 

' Ces. I attend. 

Mar. Alberto, 

(Peace dwell upon his ashes ! still the husband 
Of my remembrance and unchanging vows) 

Hai by his death, left to his heir possession 
Of fair revenue, which this young man claims 
As his inheritance. I urged him gently. 

Friendly, and privately, to grant a partage ' 

Of this estate to her who owns it all, 

This his supposed sister. 

Bapt. How ! supposed ? 

Ccs. Pray, madam, recollect yourself. 

Mar. The relish 

Of a strange truth begins to work like physic 
Already: I have bitterness to mingle 
With these preparatives, so deadly loathsome 
It will quite choak digestion; shortly hear it: 
Cesario, (for I dare not rob unjustly 
The poor soul of his name) this, this Cesario, 
Neither for father had Alberto, me 
For mother, nor Clarissa for his sister. 

Clar. Mother, oh, mother ! 

Ment ,. I am in a dream sure! 


• lyherein, if strict opinion cancel shame, 

Mi/frailty *is my plea."} The meaning of this sentence appears 
to me to be this: If the strictness of my principles gets the better 
of my shame, and induces me to reveal what 1 should blush to 
confess, let my frailty plead my excuse.— 

* Partage.] Fr. A share, a division** The word is now obsolete. 
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Duke. No interruptions !—Lady, on,' 

Mar. Mistake not, 

Great Duke of Tuscany, or the beginning 
Or process of this novelty : My husband, 

The now deceased Alberto, from his youth 
Inured to an impatiency and roughness 
Of disposition, when not many months 
After our marriage were worn out, repined 
At the unfruitful barrenness of youth. 

Which, as he pleased to term it, cut our hopes off 
From blessing of some issue : To prevent it, 

I grew ambitious of no fairer honour 
Than to preserve his love ; and as occasions 
Still call’d him from me, studied in his absence 
How I might frame his welcome home with com¬ 
fort. 

At last I feign’d myself with child ; the message 
Of freedom, or relief, to one half starved 
In prison, is not utter’d with such greediness 
Of expectation and delight, as this was 
To my much-affected lord,: His care, his goodness, 
(Pardon me, that I use the word) exceeded 
All former fears. The hour of my deliverance, 

As I pretended, drawing near, I fashion’d 
My birth rites* at a country garden house, . 

Where then my falconer’s wife was brought a bed 


* No interrupliousy lady^ o».] After this the two following 
speeches occur in the first folu»: 

Mana. However. 

Bap, A faulkners sonne. 

As Mariana had not yet declared the parent of Cesario, Baptista 
could not have been acquainted with it, and the speeches must 
therefore either be omitted or transferred. I suspect they were 
crossed in the author^s autograph of the play, and injudiciously 
restored in the first folio. 

* My 6irM-rigbts.] The spelling rectified by S-^ward, 
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Of this Cesario; Him I own’d for mine. 

Presented him unto a joyful father- 

Duke, Can you. prove this true ? 

Mar. Proofs I have most evident. 

But oh, the curse of my impatience ! shortly, 

^re three new moons had spent their borrow’d 
lights, 

I grew with-child indeed ; so just is Heaven ! 
The issue of which burden was this daughter. 
.Tudge now, most gracious prince, my lords, and 
you, 

What combats then, and since, I have endured. 
Between a mother’s piety, and weakness 
Of a soul-trembJing wife ! To have reveal’d 
This secret to Alberto, had been danger 
Of ruin to my fame, besides the conflict 
Of his distractions; now to have suppress’d it. 
Were to defeat my child, my only child. 

Of her most lawful honours, and inheritance.— 
Cesario, thou’rt a man still; education 
Hath moulded thee a gentleman ; continue so ! 
Let not this fall from greatness sink thee lower 
Than worthy thoughts may warrant! yet disclaim 
All interest in Alberto’s blood; thou hast not 
One drop of his or mine. 

Duke. Produce your witness ! 

Mar. The falconer’s wife his mother, and such 
women 

As waited then upon me, sworn to the privacy 
Of this great secret. 

Duke. Give them all their oaths. 

Ces. Oh, let me crave forbearance, gracious sir I 
Vouchsafe me hearing! 

Duke. Speak, Cesario. 

Cco. Thus long 

I have stood silent, and with no unwillingness 

Attended the relation of my fall 

From a fair expectation: What I fear’d 
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(Since the first syllable this lady utter’d 
Of* rny not being hers) benevolent fates 
Have cased me of: For to be basely born, 

If not base-born, detracts not from the bounty 
Of Nature’s freedom, or an honest birth. 
Nobility claimed by the right of blood 
Shews chiefly, that our ancestors deserved ^ 

What we inherit; but that man whose actions 
Purchase a real merit to himself, 

And ranks him in the file of Praise and Honour, 
Creates h^s own advancement: Let me want 
The fuel which best feeds the fires of greatness, 
Lordly possessions 1 yet shall still my gratitude, 
Py some attempts, of mention not unworthy. 
Endeavour to return a fit acquittance 
To that large debt I owe your favours, madam, 
And great Alberto’s memory and goo(iness. 

Oh, that I could as gently shake off passion 
For the loss of that great brave man,** as I can 
shake oft’ 

Remembrance of what once I was reputed ! 

I have not much to say; this princely presence 
Needs not too strictly to examine further 
The truth of this acknowledgment: A mother 
Dares never disavow her only son ; 

And any woman must come short of .piety. 

That can or disinherit her own issue, 

Or fears the voice of rumour for a stranger.— 
Madam, yt'u have confess’d my father was 
A servant to your lord and you : By interest 
Of being his son, I cannot but claim justly 
The honour of continuing still my service 
To you and yours; which granted, I beg leave 


3 That our ancestors desired.] Amended in 1750. 

* - 0 / what great brave —. 

— . . ■■■ y that once i———] Corrected by Seward- 
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I may for this time be dismiss'd. 

Duke, Bold spirit! 

Bapt, 1 love thee now with pity. 

Duke. Go not yet!— 

A sudden tempest that might shake a rock, 

Yet he stands firm against it; much it moves 
' me 1— 

He not Alberto’s son, and she a widow ? 

And she a widow ? Lords, your ear ! 

All, Your pleasure ? [JVhisper. 

Duke. So, lady; what you have |.vouch’d is 
truth ? 

Mar. Truth only, gracious sir, 

Duke. Hear then our sentence : 

Since from his cradle you have fed and foster’d 
Cesario as your son, and trained him up 
To hopes of greatness, which now in a moment 
You utterly again have ruin’d, this way 
We with our counsel are resolved ; you, being 
A widow, shall accept him for a husband. 

Mar, Husband to me, sir ? 

Duke. ’Tis in us to raise him 
To honours; and his virtues will deserve ’em. 
Mar. But, sir, ’tis in no prince, nor his preroga¬ 
tive, 

To force a woman’s choice against her heart. 

Duke. True; if then you appeal to higher justice, 
Our doom includes this clause upon refusal: 

Out of your lord’s revenues shall Cesario 
Assure to any, whom he takes for wife. 

The inheri|^ce of three parts; the less remainder 
Is dowry large enough to marry a daughter; 

And we, by our prerogative, which you question, 
Will publicly adopt him into the name 
Of your deceased Alberto, that the memory 
Of so approved a peer may live in him 
That can preserve his memory: ’Less you find out 
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Some other means, which may as amply satisfy 
His wrong, our sentence stands irrevocable.— 
What think you, lords ? 

AIL The Duke is just and honourable. 

Bapt. Let me embrace Cesario! henceforth ever 
I vow- a constant friendship. 

Ment. I remit 


All former difference. 

Ces. 1 am too poor 

In words to thank this justice.—Madam, always 
My studies shall be love to you, and duty. 

Duke, Replies we admit none. Cesario, wait 
on us ! 

\Ejceunt all but Mentivole, Baptista, Ma¬ 
riana, and Clarissa. 


Bapt. IMentivole! 

Aleut. My lord. 

Bapt. Look on Clarissa; 

She's noble, rich, young, fair. 

M.eut» My lord, and virtuous. 

Bapt. Mentivole, and virtuous.—Madam ! 


Mar. Tyranny 

Of justice ! 1 shall live report’s derision, 

That am coinpeU’d to exchange a graceful widow¬ 
hood 


For a continual martyrdom in marriage, 
Witli one so much beneath me. 


Bapt. I’ll plead for ye 

Boldly and constantly, let your daughter only 
Admit my son her servant: At next visit, 
Madam, i’ll be a messenger of comfort.— 
Mentivole, be confident and earnest! [&iV. 

Alar. Married again ? to him too ? better it had 
been 

The young man should have still retain’d the ho¬ 


nours 

Of old Alberto’s son, than I the shame 
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Of making him successor of his bed : 

I was to blame. 

MenL Indeed, witliout offence. 

Madam, 1 think vou were. 

Ckir, You urge it fairly, 

And like a worthy friend. 

• Mar. Can you say any thing 
In coniinendation of a mushroom, withered 
As soon as started up«? 

Merit. You scorn an innocent 
Of noble growth ; for wliilst your husband lived 
I have heard you boast, Cesaiio in all actions 
Gave matter of report, of imitation. 

Wonder, and env^y; let not discontinuance 
Of some few days estrange a sweet opinion 
Of virtue, chiefly when in such extremity ! 

Your pity, not contempt, will argue goodness. 
Mar. Oh, sir! 

Clar. If you would use a thriving courtship, 
You cannot utter a more powerful language. 

That 1 shall listen to with greater greediness, 
Than the argument you prosecute : This speaks 
you 

A man complete and excellent, 

Mcnt. I speak not; 

They are his own deserts. 

Mar. Good sir, forbear ! 

I am now fully sensible of running 
Into a violent lethargy, whose deadliness 
Locks up all reason : I shall never henceforth 
Remember my past happiness ! 

Mcnt. These clouds 
]\lay be dispersed. 

Mar. 1 fear continual night 
Will overshroud me! Yet, poor youth, his trespass 
Lies in his fortune, not the cruelty 
Of the duke’s sentence. 
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Clar. I dare think it does. 

ATai\ If all fail, I will learn then to conquer 
Adversity with sulferance. 

Meat, You resolve nobly. 


ACT IV. SCENE L 


A Room in Alberto’s House, 


Enter Cesario and a Servant, 

Ces, Let any friend have entrance. 

Serv, Sir, he sliall. 

Ces, Any, I except none. 

Serv, We know your mind, sir. [Exit. 

Ces, Pleasures admit no bounds. I am pitch’d 
so higli, 

To such a growth of full prosperities, 

TJiat to conceal my fortunes were an injury 
To grateful ness, and those more liberal favours 
13y whom my glories prosper. He that flows 
In gracious and swoln tides of best abundance,* 
Yet will be ignorant of his own fortunes, 
Deserves to live contemn’d, and die forgotten: 


* Tides of best abundance,'] Former editions, Mr Sy mpson con¬ 
curred willi me in the correction.—-Seaard. 

'i'he editors of 1750 and 177B read, blest abundance; but the 
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The harvest of my hopes is now already 
Ripen’d and gather’d ; I can fatten youth 
With choice of plenty, and supplies of comforts ; 
M^fate springs in my own hand, and I’ll use it. 

Unter two Servants and Bianca. 

1 Sci'v. ’Tis my place. 

2 Ser'i^. Yours.?—Here, fair one; I’ll acquaint 
My lord. 

1 Serv, He’s here ; go to him boldly. 

2 Serv. Please you 

To let him understand how readily 
I waited on your errand ! 

1 Serv. Saucy fellow!— 

You must excuse his breeding. 

Ces. What’s the matter ?— 

Bianca ? my Bianca ?—^To your offices !— 

[Eijceunt Servants, 

This visit, sweet, from thee, my pretty dear. 

By how much more ’twas unexpected, cornes 
So much the more timely: Witness this free wel¬ 
come, 

Whatc’cr occasion led thee ! 

Bian. You may guess, sir; 

Yet indeed ’tis a rare one. 

Ces. Pr’ythee speak it. 

My honest virtuous maid. 

Bian. Sir, I have heard 
Of your misfortunes; and I cannot tell you 
Whether I have more cause of joy or sadness. 


old text is good sense, and conformable to the language of the age. 
So ill the prologue to The Loyal Subject, speaking of Fletcher: 

When they would commend him, their best praise 
Kuins the buildings which they strive to raise 
To his best memory,” 


12 
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To know they are a truth. 

Ces, What truth, Bianca ? 

Misfortunes? how? whereint 
Bian. You are disclaim’d 
For being the Lord Alberto’s son, and publicly 
Acknowledged of as mean a birth as mine is : 

It cannot chuse but grieve you. 

Ces, Grieve me ? lla, ha, ha, ha! 

Is this all ? 

Bian, This all ? 

Ces, Thou art sorry for’t, 

I warrant thee : Alas, good soul, Bianca! 

That which thoucall’st misfortune is my happiness; 
My happiness, Bianca! 

Bian, If you love me, 

It may prove mine too. 

Ccs. May it ? I will love thee, 

My good, good maid, if that can make thee happy, 
Better and better love thee. 

Bian, Without breach then * 

Of modesty, I come to claim the interest 
Your protestations, both by vows and letters. 
Have made me owner of: From the first hour 
I saw you, I confess I wish’d I had been 
Or not so mucli below your rank and greatness, 
Or not so much above those liumble flames 
That should have warmed my bosom with a tem¬ 
perate 

Equality of desires in equal fortunes. 

Still as you uttered language of aftection, 

I courted Time to pass more slowly on. 

That I might turn more fool to lend attention 
To what 1 durst not credit, nor yet hope for; 

Yet still as more I heard, I wish’d to hear more, 

, Ces, Didst thou in troth, wench? 

Bian, Willingly betray’d 
Myself to hopeless bondage. 



462 THE FAIR MAID OF [Act IV. 

Ces, A good girl! 

I thought I should not miss, whate’cr thy answer 
was. 

JBtan, But as T am a maid, sir, (and iTaith 
You may believe me, for I am a maid) 

So dearly I respected both your fame 
And quality, that I would first have perish’d 
In iny sick thoughts, than e’er have given consent 
To have undone your fortunes, by inviting 
A marriage with so m^an a one as I am : 

I should have died sure, and no creature known 
The sickness that had kill’d me. 

Ces. Pretty heart! 

Good soul, alas, alas ! 

Now since I know 

There is. no difference ’twixt your birtli and mine. 
Not much ’twixt>our estates, (if any be. 

The advantage is on my side) I come willingly 
To tentler you the first-fruits of my heart. 

And am content to accept you for my husband, 
Now when you are at lowest. 

Ces. For a husband ? 

Speak sadly;* dost thou mean so? 

Bum. In good deed, sir, 

*Tis pure love makes this proffer, 

Ces. I believe thee. 

What counsel urged thee on? tell me; thy father? 
My worshipful smug Host ? Was’t not he, wench ? 
Or mother Hostess? ha? 

IJian. Do you mock my parentage ? 

I do not scorn yours : Mean folks are as worthy 
To be well spoken of, if they deserve well, 

< Speak sadly.] i. c. Seriously. So in Much Ado about Nothing;, 
actii, scfiie iii.—“ This can be no trick : The conference was sad/j/ 
borne.” Again, in Piomos and Ca-ssandra, 1578, quoted by Mr 
Sttevens—“ Tlie king feigneth to talk sadlj/ with some of his coun¬ 
sel.”—iiced. 
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As some whose only fame lies in their blood. 

Oh, you’re a proud poor man! all your oaths 
falsehood, 

Your vows deceit, your letters forged and wicked! 
(es. Thou’dst be my wife, 1 dare swear. 

Bian, Had your heart, 

Your hand and tongue been twins, you had reputed. 
This courtesy a benefit. 

Ces, Simplicity, 

How prettily thou mov’st we ! Why, Bianca, 
Jleport has cozened thee; I am not fallen 
IVoin my expected honours or possessions, 
Though from the hope of birth-right. 

Bian, Arc you not ? 

Then 1 am lost again ! I liavc a suit too; 

You’ll grant it, if you be a good man. 

('cs. Any tiling. 

Bian. Pray do not talk of aught what I have 
said to you. 

As 1 wish licalth, I will not! 

Bian. Pity me; [SAc irecps. 

But never love me more! 

Ccs. Nay, now you are cruel: 

W^hy all these lears ?—Thou shalt not go. 
lhaji. ril pray for you, 

That you may have a virtuous wife, a fair one; 

And when I am dead- 

Ccs. I'y, fy! 

Bian. Think on me sometimes, 

With mercy for this trespass! 

Cas. Let us kiss 

At parting, as at coming! [Kisses-her. 

Bian. This 1 have 

As a free dower to a virgin’s grave. 

All goodness dwell with you ! 

Ces. Harmless Bianca! 
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UnskiU’d ! what handsome toys are maids to play 
with! 

How innocent!—But I haye other thoughts 
Of nobler meditation.— 

Enter Mariana and Clarissa. 

My felicity, 

Thou coni’st as I could wish : Lend me a lip 
As soft, as melting, a^when old Alberto, 

After his first night’s trial, taking farewell 
Of thy youth’s conquest, tasted ! 

Mar. You are uncivil! 

Ces. I will be lord of my own pleasures, madam; 
You are mine, mine freely: Come, no whimpering 
henceforth ! 

New-con the lessons of Love’s best experience, 
That our delights may meet in equal measure 
Of resolutions and desires ! this sullenness 
Is scurvy ; I like it not. 

Mar. Be modest; 

And do not learn, Cesario, how to prostitute 
The riot of thy hopes to common folly. 

Take a sad woman’s word ! howe’er thou dot’st 
Upon the present graces of thy greatness, 

Yet I am not fallen so below my constancy 
To virtue, nor the care which 1 once tender’d 
For thy behoof, that I prefer a sentence 
Of cruelty before my honour. 

Ces. Honour? 

Mar. Hear me: Thou seest this girl, now the 
comfort 

Of my last^^days ! she is the only pledge 
Of a bed truly noble : She had a father 
(I need not speak him more than thou remem- 
ber*st) 

Whom to dishonour by a meaner choice 
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Were injury and infamy, 

Clar, To goodness. 

To time, and virtuous mention. 

Mar, I have vowed, 

(Observe me now, Cesario !) that howe’er 
I may be forced to marry, yet no tyranny, 
Persuasions, flattery, gifts, intreats, or tortures, . 
Shall draw me to a second bed. 

Clar. 'Tis just too. 

Mar. Yes, and 'tis just, Clarissa.—I allow 
The duke's late sentence, am resolved, young man, 
To be thy wife; but when the ceremony 
Of marriage is performed, in life 1 will be, 

Though not in name, a widow. 

Ces, Pray a word to you ! 

Shall I in earnest never be your bedfellow? 

Mar. Never, oh, never ! and 'tis for your good 
tod. 

Ces. Prove that. 

Mar. Alas, too many years are number’d 
In my account to entertain the benefit 
Which youth in thee, Cesario, and ability. 

Might hope for and require : It were injustice 
To rob a gentleman deserving memory, 

Of issue to preserve it. 

Ces. No more ! Herein 
You are an excellent pattern of true piety. 

Let me now turn your advocate. Pray look into’ 
The order of the duke enjoined; admit 
I satisfy the sentence, without marriage 
With you? how then? 

Mar. Cesaiio! 

Ces. If I know 

How to acquit your fears, yet keep th’ injunction 
In every clause whole and entire, your charity 
Will call me still your servant ? 

Mar. Still my son. 

VOL. IX. 2 G 
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Ces. Right, madam, now you have it, still your 
son: 

The genius of your blessings hath instructed 
Your tongue oracuiously: We will forget 
How once I and Clarissa interchanged 
The ties of brother and of sister ; henceforth 
• Ncw-stvle us man and wife. 

Hy what authority ? 

Ces, Heaven’s great appointment. Yet, in all 
my dotage 

On thy perfections, when I thought, Clarissa, 
Wc had been pledges of one womb, no loose, 

No wanton heat of youth desired to claim 

Priority in thy affections, other 

Than Nature might commend; cliastely I tender’d 

Thy welfare as a brother ouglit: But since 

Our bloods are strangers, let our hci\fts contract 

A long life-lasting unity! for this way 

Tlie sentence is to be observed, or no way. 

Mar, Then no way ! 

Ces. I expected other answer. 

Madam, from you. 

Mar. No; every age shall curse me, 

The monster and the prodigy of Nature ’ 

Horrors beyond extremity- 

Clar. Pray, mother, 

Confine the violence of grief! 

Ces. Yes, mother, 

Pray do I 

Mar. Thus some catch at a matron’s honoui 
By flying lust, to plot incestuous witchcrafts, 
More terrible than whoredoms : Cruel mercy ’ 
When, to preserve the body from a death, 

The soul is strangled ! 

Ces. This is more than passion; 

It comes near to distraction. 

Mar. I am quieted. 
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Cesario, thou mayst tell the duke securely, 
Alberto’s titles, honours, and revenues, 

The duke may give away ; enjoy them thou! 
Clarissas birth-right, Marianas dower, 

Thou sbalt be lord of; turn us to the world 
Unpiticd and unfriended ; yet iny bed 
Thou never sleep'st in. As for her, (she hears mej 
If she as much as in a thought consent, 

That thou mayst call her wife, a mother’s curse 
Shall never leave her. 

Clar. As a brotlier once 
I loved you, as a noble friend yet honour you ; 
Ent. t'>r a husband, sir, I dare not own you : 

My faith is given already. 

Cts, To a villain ; 
ril cut his throat. 

Mar “ VVhy this is more than passion ,* 

It comes near a distraction. ’ 

Clar. Call to mind, sir, 

How much you have abated of that goodness 
Wliich once reign’d in you, which appear’d so 
lovely, 

That such as friendship led to observation. 
Courted the grc.jt example ! 

Oy. Left, and flatter’d 
Into a broad derision ? 

Mar. Why d’ye think so ?— 

Enter Eaptista and Mentivole. 

My lord Baptista, is your son grown cold 
In hasting on the marriage, which his vows 
Have seal’d to my wrong’d daughter ? 

Bapt. We come, lady, 

To consummate tlie contract. 

Ces. With Mentivole ? 

Is he the man ? 
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Merit. Clarissa’s troth and mine, 

Cesario, are recorded in a character 
So plain and certain, that except the hand 
Of Heaven, which writ it first, would blot it out 
again, 

No human power can raze it. 

* Ces. But say you 
So too, young lady ? 

Clar. I should else betray 
My heart to falsehood, and my tongue to perjury. 
Ces. Madam, you know the sentence. 

^apt. From the duke 
1 have particular comforts, which require 
A private ear. 

Mar. I shall approve it gladly.— 

We are resolved, Cesario. 

Bapt. Be not insolent 
Upon a prince’s favour ! 

Clar. Lose no glory, 

Your younger years have purchased ! 

Merit. And deserved too ; 

You have many worthy friends. 

Bapt. Preserve and use them! 

\Bxeimt all but Cesario. 
Ces. Good, very good! why, here’s a compli¬ 
ment 

Of mirth in desperation ! I could curse 
My fate: Oh, with what speed men tumble down 
From hopes that soar too high ! Bianca now 
May scorn me justly too ; Clarissa married, 

■ Alberto’s widow resolute, Bianca 
Refused, and I forsaken. Let me study !— 

I can but die a bachelor, that’s the worst on’t. 

lExit. 
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SCENE II. 


A Room in the Jmu 


Enter Host, Tailorj Muleteer, Dancer, Pedant, 

Coxcomb. 

Host. Come, gentlemen; this is tlie day that 
our great artist hath promised to give all your se¬ 
veral suits satisfaction. 

Dancer. Is he stirring ? 

Host. He hath been at his book these two hours. 

Pedant. He’s a rare ph^'sician. 

Host, Wliy, ril tell you ; were Paracelsus the 
German now living, he’d take up his single rapier 
against his terrible long sword: He makes it a 
matter of nothing to cure the gout; sore eyes he 
takes out as familiarly, washes them, and puts 
tliem in again, as you*d blanch almonds. 

Tailor, They say he can make gold. 

Host, Ay, ay, he learnt it of Kelly in Germany,*^ 


7 Kelly.] Ethcard Kelley otherwise Talbot, an intimate friend 
of the famous Dr John Dee, aiul concerned with him in his che¬ 
mical processes and experiments. It is said they were in possession 
of the elixir, and actually made projection upon several metals, 
and converted them into gold. His history may be met with in 
Wood's Athenaj Oxon. >ol I. p. 27% and in Weaver’s Funeral 
Monuments, p, 45, where are some incredible stories about him. 
He is mentioned by Ben Jonson, in the Alchemist, act iv. sc, i.: 

** ■ — A man the emp'ror 

Has courted above Kelly ; sent his medah 

\nd chains t’ invite him."—-Jiffd. 
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There’s not a chemist in Christendom can go be¬ 
yond him for multiplying. 

Pedant "lake heed then he go not up your 
daughter’s belly, my host! 

Host. You are a merry gentleman, and the 
man of art will love you the better. 

' Dancer. Does he love mirth and crotchets ? 

Host Oh, he’s the most courteous physician ! 
you may drink or drab in’s company freely ; the 
better he knows how your disease grows, the bet¬ 
ter he knows how to cure it. 

Dancer- But I wonder, my Host, he has no 
more resort of ladies to him. 

Host. Why, sir? 

Dancer. Oh, divers of'em have great belief in 
conjurors : Lechery is a great help to the quality. 

Host. He's scarce known to be in town yet; 
ere long we shall have ’em come hurrying hither 
in feather-beils. 

Dancer. How ! hed-ridden ? 

Host. No, sir; in feather beds that move upon 
four wheels, in Spanish caroches. 

Pedant. Pray acquaint him we give attendance. 

Host. I shall, gentlemen.—I would fain be rid 
of these rascals, but that they raise profit to my 
wine-cellar. When I have made use of them sut- 
ficiently, Fll entreat the conjuror to tie cracker-^ 
to their tails, and send them packing. 

Enter Fononosco as studying. 

Eor. Come hither, mine Host! Look here. 

Host. What’s that ? 

For. A challenge from my man. 

Host. For breaking’s pate ? 

For. He writes here, if I meet him not i’ tli' 
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Held witliiii this half-hour, I shall hear more fr.om 
him. 

Host. Oh, sir, mind your profit; ne’er think of 
the rascal: Here are the gentlemen. 

Fo)\ 'Morrow, my worthy clients! what, are 
you all prepared of your questions, that 1 may 
give my resolution upon them ? 

All. We are, sir. 

Pedant. And have brought our money. 

For. Each then in order I and differ not for 
precedency. 

Dancer. I am buying of an office, sir, and to 
that purpose I would fain learn to dissemble cun¬ 
ningly. 

For. Do you come to me for that ? you should 
rather have gone to a cunning woman. 

Dancer. Ay, sir, hut their instructions are hut 
iike women; pretty well, but not to the depth, as 
I'd liavc it; You arc a conjuror, the devil’s mas¬ 
ter, and I would learn it from you so exactly- 

For. That the devil himself might not go be¬ 
yond you ? 

Dancer. You are i’ tlf right, sir. 

For. And so your money for your purcliase 
might come in again within a twelvemonth ? 

Dancer. 1 would be a graduate, sir, no fresh¬ 
man. 

For. Here’s my hand, sir : I will make 3 ’ou dis¬ 
semble so methodically, as if the devil should be 
sent from the f jreatTurk, in the shape of an am¬ 
bassador, to set all the Christian princes at va¬ 
riance. 

Dancer. I cannot with any modesty desire any 
more. Tiiere's your money, sir ! 

For. For the art of dissembling. [!f rites. 

CoAC. My suit, sir, will be news to you when I 
U'll it. 
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For, Pray, on 1 

Coj^c. J would set up a press here in Italy, to 
write all the corantoes for Christendom. 

For, That’s news indeed ; and how would you 
employ me in’t ? 

Coj;c. Marry, sir, from you I would gain my 
intelligence. 

For. I conceive you: You would have me fur¬ 
nish you with a spirit to inform you. 

Coa’c, But as quiet a devil as the woman the 
first day and a half after she's married; I can by 
no means endure a terrible one. 

For. No, no, I’ll qualify him; he shall not fright 
you : It shall be the ghost of some lying station* 
er, a spirit shall look as if butter would not melt 
in his mouth ; a new Mcrcurius Gallo-Belgkus! * 

Coxc. Oh, there was a captain was rare at it. 

For. Ne’er think of him. Though that captain 
writ a full hand-gallop, and wasted indeed more 
harmless paper than ever did laxative physic, yet 
will I make you to out-scribble him; and set 
down what you please, the world shall better be¬ 
lieve you. 

® Mcrcurius Gallo^BcJgicus,'] This was one of Hie first news¬ 
papers which appeared in England. It is frequently mentioned by 
contemporary writers ; among others, by Thomas May, in act 
f-cene i. of his comedy of the Heir, 1633 ;— 

** - - - 'Tis believed, 

And told fur news, with as much confidence 
As if Twere writ in Gallo-Befgicus.**'^l\Ged, 

This newspaper was already in existence towards the end of 
Queen Elizabeth, as it is mentioned in Carew’s Survey of Corn¬ 
wall, printed in l 60 S. I do not know who was the captain al¬ 
luded to in the text as the principal writer of it. From Cleve¬ 
land’s Character of a Loudon Diurnal, it would seem that the ori¬ 
ginal editor was Dutch.—** The original sinner of this kind was 
Dutch, Gallo-belgicus, the Protoplast, and the modern Mercuries 
but HUns cn Kelders,’* 
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Coxc. Worthy sir, I thank you! there’s inoirey I 

For. A new otlice for writing pragmatical co- 
rantoes, \}Vrites. 

Fedant. I am a schoolmaster, sir, and would 
fain confer with you about erecting four new sects 
of religion at Amsterdam ® 

For. What the devil should new sects of reli¬ 
gion do there ? 

Pedant. I assure you I would get a great deal 
of money by it. 

For. And what are the four new sects of reli¬ 
gion you would plant there ? 

Pedant. Why, that’s it I come about, sir; ’tis 
a devil of your raising must invent ’em ; I confess 
I am too weak to compass it. 

For. So, sir! Then you make it a matter of no 
dilHculty to have them tolerated ? 

Pedant. Trouble not yourself for that; let but 
your devil set them a-foot once, I have weavers, 
and gingerbread-makers, and mighty aquavitac- 
men, shall set them a-going. 

For. This is somewhat difficult; and will ask 
some conference with the devil. 

Pedant. Take your own leisure, sir. I have an¬ 
other business too, because 1 mean to leave Italy, 


9 Amsterdam.^ At the time our authors wrote, Amsterdam ap¬ 
pears to liave hecu the place ol refuge for sectaries of all denomi¬ 
nations. See Beij Jonsoifs Alchemist*— Reed. 

So in Alexander Brume’s humorous ballad of the Holy Pedlar— 

“ I the pedlar am, 

'1 hat came from Amsterdam 
With a pack of new religions; 

I did every one fit, 

According to’s wit, 

From the tub to Mahomet’s pigeons.” 


3 
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and bury myself in those nether parts of the Low- 
Countries.* 

For. What’s that, sir.^ 

Fcdant. Marry, I would fain make nine days to 
tlie week,* for the more ample benefit of the cap¬ 
tain. 

’ Ft>r. You liave a shrewd ])atc, sir! 

Pedant. I 3 ut how tfiis miglit be compass’d- 

Fo7\ Compass’d easily ; it is but making a new 
almanack, and dividing the compass of tne year 
into larger penny-worths, as a chandler with his 
compass makes a geometric proportion of the 
Holland cheese lie retails by stivers. But, for 
getting of it licensed ? 

Pedant. Trouble not yourself with that, sir; 
there’s your money. 

For. For four new sects of religions, and nine 
days to the week. IJFritc't. 

Pedant. To be brought in at general pay-day s/ 
write, I beseech you. 

For. At general pay-days. 

Tailor. I am by profession a tailor; you have 
heard of me. 

For. Yes, sir, and will not steal from you the 


■ Those nether parts of the Low Countries.^ Former edition?. 
The poets meant to call the Low Countries the nether parts of the 
woihl.— Seward. 

Did Spward ne\er hear the Low Countries called the Nether¬ 
lands ? He omits the word of. 

* J)tinc days to the week.^ Sec vol. VIII. p. i6l’. The pay of 
the soldiers m the Netherlands may be gatlipicd from Kirke's 
Sevtn Champions «f Christendom, 1038.—“ They that in the Low 
Country garrisons kill men for three shillings a-week, are princes 
to us.'' 

3 To be brought in at general pay-days."] That is, to he reckon¬ 
ed so at general pay-days. This interpretation is for Mr 
'.\!io would have us read—general pay-days. 
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least part of that commendation I have heard ut¬ 
tered. 

Tailor* I take measure of your worth, sir; and 
because I will not afflict you with any large -bill, 
of circumstances, I’ll snip off particulars; 1 would 
fain invent jsonie strange and exquisite new fa¬ 
shions. 

For. Are you not travel I’d, sir ? 

Tailor, Ves, sir, but have observed all we can 
see, or invent, are but old ones with new nuines 
to ’em ; now I would some way or other grow 
more curious. 

For. Let me see ; to devise new fashions!— 
Were you never in the moon r 

Tailor. In the Moon tavern? Yes, sir, often. 

For. No, I do mean in the new world, in the 
^world that’s in the moon yonder. 

Tailor. How ! A new Morld i’ th’ moon ? 

For. Yes, I assure you. 

Tailor. And peopled ? 

Fur. Oh, most fantastically peopled. 

Tailor, Nay, certain then there’s work for tai¬ 
lors ? 

For. That there is, I assure you. 

Tailor. Yet I have talked'with a Scotch tailoi^ 


^ A Scotch tailur.l It appears that Scotland furnisliod the most 
fashionable tailors in the metropolis during the seventeenth ren- 
tur). So ill a ^ 'iriuu" old tiact it is said, that alter the desttuc- 
tion of the debtors* as)lunv> in the Fnais, “ the commai.<ieis of 
4,he city were oncl} content upon treaty to article and agr«H' with 
those of the lilacke rricrs, that nolwithslaiulmg lh“y so eirtied by 
conquest, yet the old companions, especially the English featljv*r- 
itiakers, the Dutch jewellers, the Scotch taihrs, and the Fit* ch 
shoemakers, with some forraignc forces, sliould have and enjoy 
their anlieiit priviledges, without molestation or interruption of 
any kind.”— Powell's MyAery and Misery of Lending and 
Borrowing. Lond. J 6$()j J12. p. J S’ r. 
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that never discovered so much to me, though he 
lias travelled far, and was a pedlar in Poland. 

For, That was out of liis way ,* this lies beyond 
China. You’d study new fashions, you say ? Take 
my counsel, make a voyage, and discover that 
new world. 

‘ Tailor. Shall I be a moon-man ? 

For, I am of opinion, the people of that world, 
if they be like the nature of that climate they 
live in, do vary the fashion of their clothes often- 
er than any quick-silver'd nation in Europe. 

Tailor, Not unlikely ; but what should that be 
we call the man in the moon, then ? 

For. WJiy, it is nothing but an Englishman 
that stands there stark naked, with a pair of sheers 
in one hand, and a great bundle of broad-cloth 
in t’other, (Avhich resembles tlie bush of thorns) 
cutting out of new fashions.* 

* An Englishman that standeth there stark naked, lUiitAt ilj-c.] 
Andrew Borde, a physician, in the reign oi Henry Vlll., publish¬ 
ed a book intilled, “ The Introduction of Knowledge, the wliiche 
doth teache a Man to Speakc Part ot all Manor ot Languages, 
and to know the Usage and Fashion of all Maner at CountricH, 
Dedycated to the Right Honourable and Gracious Lady Maiy, 
Daughter ol King Henry the Eyght." B. L. Printed by W. (-op- 
lande. No date. Before the first chapter, in which he has cha¬ 
racterized an Englishman, is a wooden print ul a naked man, with 
a piece of cloth hanging on his right arm, and a pair of sheers in 
his left hand. Under the print is an iiisciiption in verse, of which 
the following are the first four lines : 

“ I am an Englishman, and naked I stand here, 

Musying in niy mynde what raiment 1 shall were; 

'For now 1 were thys, and now I will were that, 

And now I will were I cannot tell what,’* &c. 

This is evidently the print alluded to by our author.—Reed. 

The ridiculous imitation of foreign fashions which prevailed ii'. 
his time, Bishop Hall thus satirizes, (Book III. satire I.)— 

« --Thou canst maskc in garish gauderie, 

To suite a fool’s far-fetched liverie. 


m 
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TaUo7\ I have heard somewhat like this;.but 
how shall I get thither ? 

Fo7\ ril make a new compass shall direct you. 

Tailo7\ Certain ? 

For. Count me else for no man of direction. 

Tailor. There’s twenty ducats in hand; at my 
return Fll give you a hundred. 

For. A new voyage to discover new fashions. 

\}Vrites. 

Mulct. I have been a traveller too, sir, that 
have shew’d strange beasts in Christendom, and 
got money by them, but I find the trade to de¬ 
cay ; your camelion, or East-Indian hedgehog, 
gets very little money; and your elephant de¬ 
vours so much bread, brings in so little profit, his 
keeper were better every morning cram fifteen 
tailors with white manchet:* I would have sonic 
new spectacle, and one that might be more at¬ 
tractive. 

For. Let me see ! Were you ever in Spain? 

Millet. Not yet, sir. 

For. I would have you go to Madridand 
against some great festival, when the court lies 
there, provide a great and spacious English ox, 
and roast him whole, with a pudding in’s belly; 
that would be the eighth wonder of the world in 
those parts, I assure you. 

Mulct. A rare project without question ! 

For. Go beyond all their garlick ollapodridasy 


A Frundi head joyn’u to neck Italian: 

Thy thighs from Gcrmaiiie, and brest from Spain! 

An Englishman in none, a foole in all: 

Many in one, and one in severall.” 

^ White manchet.^ A small loaf of white bread. 

’ Madrill.} This, which the modern editors reduce to the pre- 
'■nl orthography, was the usual way of spelling Madrid. 
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though you sod one in Gargantua’s cauldron 
Bring in more money than all the monsters of 
Afric! 

Host, Good sir, do your best for him ; he’s o’ 
my acquaintance, and one, if you knew him- 

For. What is he ? 

. Host. He was once a man of infinite letters. 

For. A scholar ? 

Host. No, sir, a packet-carrier, which is always 
a man of many letters, you know ; then he was* 
a mule-driver; now he’s a gentleman, and feeds 
monsters. 

For. A most ungrateful calling ! 

Mulct. There's money for your direction ! The 
price of the ox, sir ? 

For. A hundred French crowns, for it must be 
a Lincolnshire ox, and a prime one.— For a rare 
and monstrous spectacle, to be seen at Madrill. 

\JVr'Uvs. 

Enter Clown, Hostess, and Bianca. 

Hostess. Pray forbear, sir! We shall have a new 
quarrel. 

Clatvn, You durst not meet mci’ th’ field! I am 
therefore come to spoil your market. 

For. What’s the news with you, sir? 

Clown. Gentlemen, you that come hither to be 
most abominably cheated, listen, and be as wise 
as your planet will suffer you : Keep your money, 
be not gulled, be not laughed at I 

Pedant. What means this? ’would I had niy 
money again in my pocket 1 

Host. The fellow is full of malice; do not mind 
him. 


* In Gargautua's cauldron.'] See Rabelais. 
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Clozai, Tliis professed cheating rogue Mas. my 
master, and I confess myself a more pretcrnoto- 
rious rogue than himself, in so long keeping his 
villainous counsel. 

For. Come, come, I will not hear you. 

Clown, No, cozener, thougli tliou wouldest not 
hear me; I do but dare thee to suffer me to speak, 
and then thou and all thy devils spit fire, and 
spout aquafortis! 

For. vSpeak on; I freely permit thee. 

Cloxvn. Why then, know, all you simple ani¬ 
mals, 3 'oii wliose purses are ready to cast the calf, 
if they liavc not cast it already, if you give any 
credit to this juggling rascal, you are worse than 
simple widgeons, and will be drawn into the net 
b}' this decoy-duck, this tame clicatcr. 

For. Ha. lia, ba! Pra}' mark him ! 

CIolCu. He does profess physic, and conjuring ; 
for his pliysic, he has but two medicines for all 
manner of diseases ; when he was in the Low 
Countries, he used nothing but butter’d beer, co¬ 
loured with Alligant,® for all kinds of maladies, 
and tliat he called his Catholic medicine : Sure 
the Dutch smelt out it was buttered beer,* else 
ihcy would never have endured it, for the name’s 
sake ! Then does he minister a grated dog’s turd 


Altiganl.'] That is, the wine of Alicant, which was in great 
jcquest in those d lys. 

* - smelt out *t-o:us butta'd beer.'^ Mr Sympson seems to 

have mistaken the cliollciy of tliis passage. Ho says, that tijc rea¬ 
son given requires us to read— notout. But the true intent 
of the passage seems plainly this: The Dutch would never have 
endured a medicine culled Catholic, lor the antipathy they bore 
to the most Catholic King, as well as the religion falsely so called, 
hud not they by some instinct smelt out the butter'd ben' which 
ihey aie so fond of.—Sray/v/. 

i 
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instead of rhubarb,,many times of unicorn’s horn,* 
which, working strongly with the conceit of the 
patient, would make them bescummer to the 
height of a mighty purgation. 

For, The rogue has studied this invective. 

Clown, Now for his conjuring, the witches of 
Lapland are the devil’s chairwomen to him, for 
they will sell a man a wind to some purpose ; he 
sells wind, and tells you forty lies over and over. 

Hostess, I thought what we should find of him.- 

Host. Hold your prating; be not you an he¬ 
retic ! 

Clown. Conjure ? I’ll tell you; all the devils’ 
names he calls upon are but fustian names, ga¬ 
ther’d out of Welsh heraldry; in brief, he is a 
rogue of six reprieves, four pardons of course, 
thrice pilloried, twice sung Lacryma; to the virgi¬ 
nals of a cart’s tail,^ he has five times been in the 
gallies, and will never truly run himself out of 
breath till he comes to the gallows. 

For, You have heard, worthy gentlemen, what 
this lying, detracting rascal has vomited. 

Tailor, Yes, certain ; but we have a better trust 
•in you; for you have ta’en our money. 

For, I have so. Truth is, he was my servant, 
and for some chastisement I gave him, he does 


* Then does he minisler a grated dog's turd instead of rhubarb^ 
many times of unicorn’s horn.] That is, instead of unicorn’s horn. 
^Mason. 

The unicorn’s liorn was anciently supposed to be a most eflica- 
cious counter-poison. So valuable was this fictitious preparation, 
that we are informed of a pound having been sold for 1536' crowns, 
when a pound of gold was worth only 148.. 

3 Twice sung Lachrymal to the virginals of a cart's tail.^ The 
term Lachrymm has been already sufficiently explained, (vol.Vll. 
p. 151.) The virginal was an instrument similar to the spinner. 
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practise thus upon me. Speak truly, sirrah, arc' 
you certain I cannot conjure ? 

Clmn. Conjure ? Ha, ha, ha! 

For. Nay, nay, but l)e very sure of it. 

Clown. Sure of it? why, I’ll make a bargain 
with thee, before all these gentlemen, use all thy 
art, all thy roguery, and make me do any thing 
before all this company I have not a mind to, I’ll 
first give thee leave to claim me for thy bond- 
slave, and, when thou hast done, hang me! 

For. Tis a match; sirrah, I’ll make you caper 
i’ th’ air presently. 

Clown 1 have too solid a body; and my belief 
is like a Puritan’s on Good-Priday, too high fed 
with capon. 

For. I will first send thee to Greenland** for a 
haunch of venison, just of the thickness of thine 
own tallow 

Clown. Ha, ha, ha! I’ll not stir an inch for thee ! 

For. 'i hence to Aniboyiia i’ th’ East Indies, for 
pepper to bake it. 

Clown. ToAinboyna? so I might be pepper’d.* 

For. Then will I convey thee stark naked to 
Develing, to beg a pair of brogs, to hide thy 
mountainous buttocks. 

Clown. And no doublet to ’em ? • 


♦ Grcenland.l The first folio Greekland, 

* To Amboyna i so 1 might be }yeppcr*d.'] Alluding to the mas¬ 
sacre «l tlie Knglish in the settloinciit Amboyna^ in the East In;> 
dies, III ihe year \6‘2Q, by the Dutch. See “ A True Relation of 
the unjust, cruel, and barbarou'i Piviccedings against the English 
at Amboyna^ in the East Indies, by the Xi'tlierlandish Governor 
tlieic4U). Dryden has written a play upon this event.—fleet/. 

“ Then will X contey thee stark naked to Develing to beg a pair 
^ brogs, to hide thy mountainous butlocks,'\ Dcoelint^ means Dub¬ 
lin ; but It hliuuld seem that Fletcher considered brogs as a species 
ol breeches, not of shoes.«->ilfti5on. 

VOL. IX. a H 
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For, No, sir; I intend to send you of a sleeve¬ 
less errand : But before you vanish, in regard you 
say I cannot conjure, and are so stupid and opi¬ 
nionated a slave, that neither I nor my art can 
compel you to do any thing that is beyond your 
own pleasure, the gentlemen shall have some 
sport: You cannot endure a cat, sirrah 

Clcrwn, What’s that to thee, juggler ? 

For, Nor you’ll do nothing at my entreaty? 

Clmon. ril be hanged first. 

For, Sit, gentlemen; and whatsoever you see^ 
be not frighted. 

Hostess. Alas, I can endure no conjuring. 

Host. Stir not, wife ! 

Bian, Pray let me go, sir; I am not fit for these 
fooleries. 

Host, Move not, daughter ! 

For. I will make you dance a new dance, called 
leap-frog. 

Clown, Ha, ha, ha ! 

For, And as naked as a frog. 

Clmn, Ha, ha, ha! I defy thee ! 

[Fouonosco looks in a book, strikes with his 
wand, music plays. 

Enter four Boys, shaped like Frogs, and dance. 

Pedant. Spirits of the water in the likeness of 
frogs! 

Tailor, He has fished fair, believe me. 

Mulct, See, see ! he sweats and trembl 

For. Are you come to your quavers ? 

Clown, Oh, ho, ho! 


^ - cannot endure a cat, sirrah ?] One would think, from 

the sequel, that cat here should have been frog ; 1 have known se¬ 
veral changes as great as this.— Seward. 

Jf there is any error, it most probably proceeded from the poet*' 
inadvertency. 
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For. I’ll make you rua division on those O’s, 
ere I leave you !* Look you, here are the playfel¬ 
lows that are so endeared to you : Come, sir* first 
uncase, and then dance ; na^’, I’ll make him dance 
stark naked. 

Host. Oh, let him have his shirt on, and his 
moguUs breeclies here are women i’ th’ house. * 

For. Well, for their sakes he shall. 

{Clffwn tears off his doublet^ making strange fa~ 
ces as if compelled to it, falls into the dance. 

Tailor. He dances ! what a lying rogue was this 
to say the gentleman could not conjure! 

For. He does prettily well; but ’tis voluntary, 
I assure you, I have no hand in’t. 

Clown. As you are a conjurer, and a rare artist, 
free me from these couplets ! Of all creatures I 
cannot endure a frog. 

For. IJut your dancing’s voluntary; I can com¬ 
pel you to nothing. 

Hostess. Oh, me, daughter, let’s take heed of 
this fellow'! he’ll make us dance naked, an we 
vex him. [FjA'eimt Hostess and Bianca. 

For. Now cut capers, sirrah! I’ll plague that 
chine of yours. 

Clown. Ho, ho, ho ! my kidnies are roasted ! I 
drop away like a pound of butter roasted! 

Tailor. He’ll dance himself to death. 

For. No matter; I’ll sell his fat to the ’pothe- 
caries, and repair my injury that w'ay. 

Host. Enough, in conscience ! 

For. Well, at your einreaty—Vanish ! \F,xeunt 
Boys.'^ And now I will only make him break his 

« Vll make ym run division on that or e’er I /eavejUll.]] So the 
second folio. First folio c.\hibits, that o's ere I leave you; wc 
have therefore altered that to those. —Ed. 1778. 

* MoguVs breeches.'] So called, I suppose, on account of the 
portentous sii:e of the Clown's sh'ps. See The Pilgrim, vol. V. p. 
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neek in doing a somersault, and that’s all the re¬ 
venge I mean to take of him. 

Clown, Oh, gentlemen, what a rogue was I to 
belie so an approved master in the noble dark 
science ! You can witness, this I did only to spoil 
his practice, and deprive you of the happiness of 
enjoying his worthy labours : Rogue that I was 
to do it! Pray, sir, forgive me ! 

For. With what face canst thou ask it? 

Clown, With such a face as I deserve, with a 
hanging look, as ail here can testify. 

For, Well, gentlemen, that you may perceive 
the goodness of my temper, 1 will entertain* this 
rogue again, in hope of amendment; for, should 
1 turn him otf, he W'ould be hanged. 

Clown. You may read that in this foul copy. 

For. Only with this promise, you shall never 
cozen' any of my patients. 

Clown. Never. 

For. And remember henceforward, that though 
1 cannot conjure, I can make you dance, sirrah. 
Go, get yourself into thy cottage again.* 

Clown. I will never more dance leap-frog.—Now 
I have got you into credit, hold it up, and cozen 
them in abundance. [^ACule to Fouonosco. 

For. Oh, rare rascal! {^E.vit Clown, 

Enter Cesaiuo. 

Ces, How now ? a Fankforcl mart here r ^ a 
mountebank 

* That is, employ him as a servant. 

* Get yourself into the cottage again.'^ What cottage ? The sense 
requires that we should read— thy cottage. That is, put on ihy 
clollies [doublet.]— Mason, 

5 A Franifjbrd mart.'} At Franlfordj in Germany, two famous 

2 
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And his worshipful auditory ? 

Host. They are my guests, sir. 

Ces. A pox upon them! Shew your juggling 
tricks 

In some other room. 

Host. And why not here, sir } 

Ces. Hence, 

Or, sirrah, I shall spoil your figure-flinging, 

And all their radical questions ! 

All. Sir, we vanish. 

\Exciint all but Host and Ces a mo. 
Host* Signor Cesario, you make bold with me, 
And somewhat, I must tell you, to a degree 
Of ill-manners : They are my guests, and men I 
by, 

And I would know by what authority 
You command thus far. 

Ces. lly my interest in 
Your (laughter. 

Host. Interest, do you call’t? As I remember, 

I never put her out to usury 
On that condition. 

Ces. Pray thee be not angry ; 

I am come to make thee happy, and her happy. 

Enter Bianca and Hostess, 

She’s here: A! is, my pretty soul! I am come 
To give assurancf^ that’s beyond thy hope. 


martSf or fairs, were [are] held every y^ar, which used to be re¬ 
sorted to by trading •)eople and others from every part of Europe : 
One was kept in the month of March, the other in September, 
and they each continued fourteen days. It happened that the fa¬ 
mous Thomas Coriat was there at the autumnal lair in lO'OS, and 
he has very particularly described it in his Crudities, p. 561.— 
Reed. 
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Or thy belief; I bring repentance ’bout me, 

And satisfaction : I will marry thee. 

Bian. Ha! 

• Ccs. As I live, I will; but do not entertain it 
With too quick an apprehension of joy, 

^ For that may hurt thee; I have heard some die of’t. 
Bian, Do not fear me. • 

Ces. Then thou think’st I feign 
This protestation ? I will instantly, 

Eefore these, testify my new alliance. 

Contract myself unto thee ; then I hope 
We may be more private. 

Host, Rut thou shalt not, sir ; 

For so has many a maiilcnhcad been lost. 

And many a bastard gotten. 

Ccs. Then to give you 
Thc..best of any assurance in the world, 

Entreat thy father to go fetch a priest. 

We will instantly to bed, and there be married. 

Bian. Pride hath not yet forsaken you 1 sec. 
Though prosjjerity has. 

Host. Sir, you are too confident 
To fashion to yourself a dream of purchase. 

When you’re a beggar. 

Ces. You are bold witli me! 

Hostess. Do we not know your value is cried 
down 

Fourscore i’ th’ hundred ? 

Bian. Oh, sir, I did love you 
AVith such a fixed heart, that in that minute 
AVhercin you slighted, or contemn’d me rather, 

I took a vow to obey your last decree, 

And never more look up at any hope 
Should bring me comfort that way; and though, 
since, 

Your foster-mother and the fair Clarissa 
Have, in the way of marriage, despised you, 
f 
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That hath not any way bred my revenge, 

But compassion rather. 1 have found 
So much sorrow in the way to a chaste wedlock, 
That here I will sit down and never wish 
To come to th’journey’s end : Your suit to m6 
Henceforth be ever silenced ! 

Ces^ My Branca! 

Hostess, Henceforward, pray, forbear her and 
my house ! 

She’s a poor virtuous wench ; yet her estate 
May weigh with yours in a gold balance. 

Host. Yes, and her birth in any herald's office 
In Christendom, 

Hostess. It may prove so ; when you’ll say. 
You have leap’d a whiting.^ 

[^Exeunt all hut Cesariq, 

Enter Baptista and Mentivole. 

Ccs. How far am I 
Grown behiiid-hand with fortune ! 

Bapt, Here’s Cesario !— 

My son, sir, is to-morrow to be married 
Unto the fair Clarissa. 

Ces, So 1 

Ment. We hope 
You’ll be a guest there, 

Ccs. No ; 1 will not grace 
Your triumph so much. 

Bapt. ril not tax your breeding, 

But it alters not your birth, sir; fare you well! 

Ment, Oh, sir, do not grieve him ; 

* You have leaped a whiting^ This is probably a proverbial ex¬ 
pression of the time. The intended drift of the Hostess’s speech 
is plain ; she refers to the real condition of Bianca, then a secret. 
I cannot, however, produce another instance where the same ex¬ 
pression occurs. 
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He,has too much affliction already. \Exeunt, 
Ces, Every way scorn’d and lost! Shame follow 
you! 

For I am grown most miserable. 

Enter a Sailor* 

Sailor, Sir, do you know 
A lady’s son in town here, they call Cesario ? 

Ces, There’s none such, I assure thee. 

Sailor, 1 was told 
You were the man. 

Ces. What’s that to thee ? 

Sailor, A pox on’t! 

You are melancholy; will you drink, sir ? 

Ces, With whom ? 

Sailor, With me, sir; despise not this pitch’d 
» canvas! 

The time was we have known them lined W’th 
Spanish ducats. 

I have news for you. 

Ces For me? 

Sailor. Not unless you’ll drink : 

Wc are like our sea provision. 

Once out of pickle, we require abundance 
Of drink. I have news to tell \oiJ, 

That, were you prince, would make you send your 
mandate 

To have a thousand bonfires made i’ th* city. 

And piss’d out again with nothing but Greek wine. 

■ Ces. Come, I will drink with thee howsoever. 
Sailor, And upon these terms I will utter my 
mind to you. [Exeunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


A Room m the Inn, 


Alberto, Prospero, Juliana, and Sailors. 

Sailor. Shall we bring your necessaries ashore, 
my lord ? 

Alb. Do what you please; I am land-sick worse 
by far 

Than e’er I was at sea. 

Pros. Collect yourself. 

Alb. Oh, my niost worthy Prospero, my best 
friend, 

The noble favour I received from thee, 

In freeing me from the Turks, I now account 
Worse than mv death ; for I shall never live 
To make requital.—What do you attend for ? 
Sailor. To understand your pleasure. 

Alb. They do mock me !— 

I do protest I have no kind of pleasure 
In any thing i' th’ world, but in thy friendship; 

1 must ever except that. 

Pros, Pray leave him, leave him! 

{Exeunt Sailors. 

Alb. The news I heard related since my landing, 
Of the division of my family, 

How is it possible for any man 
To bear it with a set patience ? 

Pros. You have suffer’d, 

Since your imprisonment, more weighty sorrows.' 
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• Ay, then I was a man of flesli and blood ; 

Now I am made up of fire, to the full height 
Of a deadly calenture : Oh, these vile women. 
That are so ill preservers of men’s honours, 

They cannot govern their own honesties ! 

That I sliould thirty and odd winters feed 
My expectation of a noble heir, 

And by a woman’s falsehood find him now 
A liction, a mere dream of what he was ! 

And yet I love him still. 

Pros, In my opinion, 

The sentence on this trial, from the duke, 


Was noble, to repair Cesario's loss 
AVith the marriage of your wife, had you been 
dead. 


Alb, By your favour, but it was not! I conceive 
’Twas disparagement to my name, to have my 
^ widow 


Match with a falconer’s son : And yet, believe it, 
I love the youth still, and much pity him. 

I do remember, at my going to sea, 

Upon a quarrel, and a hurt received 
From young Mentivole, my rage so far 
O'er-topt my nobler temper, I gave charge 
To have his hand cut off; which since 1 heard. 
And to my comfort, brave Cesario 
Worthily prevented. 

Pros, And ’twas nobly done. 

Alb, Yet the revenge for this intent of mine 
Hath bred much slauiihter in our families ; 

And yet my wife (which infinitely moans me)* 


5 {Which infinitely moans «if.) Moans here is used actively, 
cames me to niouuy as gricveSf a \v«ird ot the like iinijurt, often is ; 
but perliap!) this is a bingle instance of using moans in this manner, 
for which icuson Mr Sampson proposes to read, mofves me. —Se¬ 
ward. 

Verbs passive were continually Used actively by Qiur poet, at. 

-well as other old authors. * 

/ 
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Intends to marry my sole heir, Clarissa, 

To the head branch of the other faction. 

Pros. It is the mean to work reconcilement. 
Alb. ’Tween whom? 

Pros, Yourself and the worthy Baptista*. 

Alb. Never. 

Pi 'OS. Oh, you have been of a noble and re¬ 
markable friendship; 

And, by this match, ’tis generally in Florence 
Hoped, will fully be reconciled; to me 
’Twould be absolute content. 

Jul. And to myself; 

I have main interest in it. 

Alb. Noble sir, 

You may command my heart to break for you. 
But never to bend that way. Poor Cesario, 
When thou putt’st on thy mournful willow gar¬ 
land, 

Thy enemy shall be suited, I do vow, 

In the same livery ! IMy Cesario, 

Loved as my foster-child, though not my son, 
Which in some countries formerly were barba¬ 
rous,® 

® Which in some countries formerly wero barbarous^ 

Was a name held most afectionateJ] U would be a poor rea¬ 
son for Alberto’s Jove of Cesario as a foster child, because barba¬ 
rous nations held adopted children in the most affectionate esteem. 
Neither is the fact true. The adoption of children was a thing 
extremely usual Ji: ancient Rome, but I don’t at least remember 
any instance of it recorded amorgst barbarians.— 

Seward reads—formerly not barbarous. “ But,” observes Mason« 
“ the old reading should not have been changed. 'J’he meaning k, 
that, even in barbarous countries, a foster child was held dear. 
The poet probably alludes to Ireland, where fostering was account¬ 
ed a dearer connection than that of blood. Seward talks in his 
note of the adoption of children by the Romans ; but foslerhood 
and adoption are two distinct ideas that arc no way connected 
with each other." 

Not only in Ireland, but in almost every country of Europe) 
foster child was anciently held a name most affecLionatc^” 



49i THE. FAIR MAID OF [Act V. 

Was a name held most affectionate; thou art lost. 
Unfortunate young man ! not only slighted 
Where thou receivedst thy breeding, but since 
scorn’d, 

1’ tlf way of marriage, by the poor Bianca, 

The innkeeper’s (laughter. 

. Pros. I have heard of that, too; 

But let not that afflict you ! for this lady 
May happily deliver, at more leisure, 

A circumstance may draw a fair event, 

Better than you can hope for. For this present, 
We must leave you, and shall visit you again 
Within these two hours. 

Ever to me most welcome !— 

\Kxeunt Pkospero (zW Juliana. 

Enter Cesakio. 

Oh, my Cesario! 

Ces, I am none of yours, sir, 

So ’tis protested ; and I humbly beg, 

Since ’tis not in your power to preserve me 
Any longer in a noble course of life, 

Give me a worthy death ! 

Alb, The youth is mad. 

Ces. Nay, sir, I will instruct you in a way 
To kill me honourably. 

Alb. That were most strange, 

Ces. I am turning pirate ; you may be employed 
By the duke to fetch me in, and in a sca-fight 
Give me a noble grave. 

Aib." Questionless he’s mad ! 

I would give any doctor a thousand crowns 
To free him from this sorrow. 

Ces. Here’s the physician. [Shews a poniard, 
Atb. Hold, sir; I did say 
To free you from the sorrow, not from life. 
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Ces. Why, life and sorrow are unseparable,* 

y^lb. Be comforted, Ccsario ! Mcntivole 
Shall not marry Clarissa. 

Ces. No, sir; ere he shall, 

I’ll kill him. 

Jib. But you forfeit your own life then. 

Ces. That's'worth nothing. 

Jib. Ccsario, he thyself; he mine, Cesario! 
Make not thyself uncapahle of that portion 
I have full purpose to confer uj)on thee, 

By falling into madness ; hear thy wrongs 
V/ith noble patience, the afflicted’s friend,’ 
Which ever in all actions crowns the end ! 

Ces. You [have] well awaked me,® nay, reco¬ 
ver’d me 

Both to sense and fidl life. Oh, most noble sir, 

Though I have lost my fortune, and lost you 

Tor a worthy father, yet I will not lose 

My former virtue ; my integrity 

Shall not yet lorsake me : Ihit as the wild ivy 

Spreads and thrives better in some piteous ruin 

Of tower, or defaced temple, than it does 

Planted by a new buildings so shall I 

Make my adversity my instrument 

To wind me up into a full content. 

Alb. Tis w orthily resolved I Our first adventure 
Is to stop the marriage : Por thy other losses, 
Practised bv a woman’s malice, but account them 
Like conjurers winds, raised to a fearful blast, 
And do some mischief, hut do never last! 

[E^eunh 


^ The a0ctedJrknd.'\ Corrected in \67\). 

* You well awake me.] 80 the first folio. The second,—.You 
well awaked me. Tlie inscoion of the uoid in brackets seems ne¬ 
cessary, The modern editors read silently— You*ve. 
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SCENE II. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Forobosco and Clown, 

C!mvn, Now, sir, %viU not you acknowledge that. 
I have mightily advanced your practice r 

For, Tis confess’d; and I will make thee a great 
man for it. 

Clown. I take a course to do that myself, for 1 
drink sack in abundance. 

For. Ofi, my rare rascal! We must remove. 

Clown. Whither? 

For, Any whither; Europe is too little to be co¬ 
zened by us : I am ambitious to go to the East In¬ 
dies, thou and I to ride on our brace of elephants. 

Clown, And for ray part I long to be in England 
again; you will never get so much as in England: 
we have shifted many countries, and many names, 
but traunce® the world over, you shall never purse 
up so much gold as when you were in England^ 
and called yourself Doctor Lambstones.' 


' 9 Traunce^ The editions of 1750 and 1778 read silently, trace. 
Perhaps the word in the folios raay have been a cant piirasc simi¬ 
lar to trampf to tread hard and awkwardly, and therefore 1 have 
restored it. 

* Doctor La>»bston€s.^ Dr Lamb was a celebrated character of 
the time, and much in the favour of the Duke of Buckingham, 
whom, according to the conception of the vulgar, he assisted by 
"his conjurations in misleading the king. As early as 16'08, he wat 
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For, ’Twas an attractive name, I confess; wo¬ 
men were then my only admirers. 

Clown, And all their visits were either to fur¬ 
ther their lust, or revenge injuries. 

For. You should have forty in a morning be¬ 
leaguer my closet, and strive who should be co¬ 
zened first: ’Mongst fourscore* love-sick waiting- 
women tliat have come to me in a morning to 
learn wliat fortune should betide ’em in their first 
marriage, I have found above ninety-four to have 
lost their maidenheads. 

ClfftVH. By their own confession ; but I was fain 
to be your male mid-wife, and work it out of them 
by circumstance. 

For. Thou wast; and yet for all this frequent 
resort of women, and thy handling of their uri¬ 
nals and their cases, thou art not given to lechery. 
What should be the reason t)f it? Thou hastVhoI- 
some flesh enough about thee; and inethinks the 
devil should tempt thee to’t. 

Clown. What need he do that, when he makes 
me his instrument to tempt others ? 

For, Thou canst not choose but utter thy rare 
good parts. Thou wast an excellent bawd, I ac- 
knowledge» 


indicted at Worcester fur witchcraft, and the next year for calling 
up devils in that town, tie was afterwards tried and convicted of 
a rape, but found means to avoid the sentence of the law. He b:*- 
came at last a victim to popuhir fury, being stoned to death in the 
streets of London in l6SB, at which time he was above eighty 
years of age. ^ ‘ , 

* Fourscore.'] This must either be an inadvertency of the poet, 
or an error of the press for fivescore, as ninety-four of these wo¬ 
men are afterwards said to have lost their maidenheads. It is, 
however, possible that the text may be right, as a kind of odd hu¬ 
mour may be brought out of it; meaning, that they were so bad, 
that all had lost their maidenheads; ay, ninety-four out of a fbur- 
. 'i^ore, as wa might still say, thirteen out of the dozen. 
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•• Clown, Well, and what I have done that way— 
I will spare to speak of all yeju and I have done, 
sir; and though we should— 

For, We will for England, that’s for certain. 

Clown, We shall never want there. 

For. Want? their Court of Wards shall want 
money first; for 1 profess myself lord paramount 
over fools and mad folks.’ 

Cloxvn. Do but store yourself with lies enough 
against you come thither. 

For. Why, that's all the familiarity I ever had 
with the devil, my gift of lying; they say he’s 
the father of lies ; and though 1 cannot conjure, 
yet I profess myself to be one of his poor gossips. 
I will now reveal to thee a rare piece of service. 

Clmvn. What is it, my most worshipful Doctor 
Lainhstones ? 

For. There is a captain come lately from sea, 
they call Prosper; I saw him this morning, through 
a chink of wainscot that divides my lodging aud 
the Host of the house, withdraw my Host and 
Hostess, the fair Bianca, and an ancient gentle¬ 
woman into their bedchamber : I could not over¬ 
hear their conference, but 1 saw such a mass of 
gold and jewels! And, when he had done, he 
locked it up into a casket. Great joy there was 
amongst them, and forth they are gone into the 
city, and my Host told me at his going forth, he 
thought he should not return till after supper: 
Now, sir, in their absence will we fall to our pick- 
locks, enter the chamber, seize the jewels, make 

an escape from Florence, and we are made for ever! 

• 

’ Want? Their Court of Wards shall want money first; for I 
prtfess myself lord paramount over tools and mad ibiks.]) The 
Court ot Wards (now joined to tlie Court of Chancery) sold or 
gave away the ward of lunatics, and was sometimes guilty of the 
most flagrant abuses. 
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C/yav/. But if they should go to a true conjurer,., 
and fetch us back in a whirlwind? 

For. Do not believe there is any such fetch in 
astrology! An.d this may be a means to make us 
live honest hereafter. ' 

Clozvti. Tis but an ill road to’t, that li^s through 
the highway of thieving. » 

For. Indeed I am weary of this trade of for¬ 
tune-telling, find mean to give all over, when I 
come into England ; for it is a very ticklish quality, 

Clffwn. And i’ th’ end will hang by a twine thread. 

For. Besides, the island has too many of the 
profession ; they hinder one .another’s market. 

Cloxvn No, no, the pillory hinders their market. 

For. You know there the juggling captain.* 

CloTirn. Ay ; there’s a sure card ! 

For. Only the foreman of their jury is dead; 

but he died like a Roman.* » 

« 

Cloxvn. i’^lse ’tis thought he had made work for 
the liangman, 

♦ You hnoto Ihae thcj%^^U:)rr caplain,'] Who this persona"© 
was 1 have not Uen ahir to ascerkiin'; perhaps the same who is 
mentioned above, p. 47S, as the princ pal writer in the Mercurius 
Gallo-15clgJCUs. 

^ Onf^ the fohwnn of their jury ii (lend; htti ht died like a Jfo- 
niun.'l 'I Ins |)iol)ablv alludes to the celebrated Hanks, whose ii<»rsp, 
Morocco, exhibited tnek^ which orcatl 3 'astonished inhabitaiits 
of London in lliat iv o. Fiom Tiie Art of Juggling and l.e{jjprde- 
iiiaine, b> S. R. i012-4, the tucks appear to have been sinular to 
those exhibited by liie learned hoi esat Aslloj's ; though Morocco 
ccilainly nr\er ufKcted the patlictic t clings of an audience like 
llie quadruped tragi dians now pci foi .niiig, in the}ear 1811, (rriarki, 

O iiUcnOve readu !) at the classical theatre in Covent Garden. ' 
Banks and hi> h**ise went ab'oad, and, according to a vulgar le- 
port, which appears ver^’ unlikely, they were both burned ut Rome 
by order of the Pope. To this the text seems to allude, by the 
worils “ he died like a Roman." Jn ReciPs Shakspeare, vol. \T. 
p. 28, a veprcventationl:)! Banks and his hoi sc i-. g \on, and almost 
every thing which is known of him is iheie culLcU'd. 

VOL. IX. Si 
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/ JFbr. And the very Ball*^ of your false prophets, 
he’s quashed too. 

Clown He did measure the stars with a false 
yard, and may now travel to Rome with a mortar 
on’s head,’ to see if he can recover his money that 
way. 

Jhr. Come, come, let’s fish for this casket, and 
to sea presently ! 

Clown. We shall never reach London, I fear; 

^ And the very Ball of your fahe prophdSf he^ quash'd too.l Ben 
Jonsoii alljides to the same personage in his Staple of News, 
1C)25:-- * 

** The saints do write, tliey expect a prophet, shortly, 

{Vrophet Btdl expected in Holland. 
The prophet Ball., to be sent o\er to them. 

To calculate a time, and half a Lime, 

And the whole time, according to Naometry." 

Mr Whalley says, “ by the prophet Ball is meant any factious 
leader like John Baal, a Kentish minister, and fomenter of the re¬ 
bellion by Wat Tyler in Richard the Second's time." This is a 
most unlikely supposition. The prophet Ball, or Baal, alluded to by 
Fletcher and Jonsoii, was no doubt some fanatic Puritan, who pre¬ 
tended, like some of our own contemporaries, to unriddle the Re¬ 
velation, as in the passage quoted fiom thg Staple of News, which 
refers to Rev. xii. 14. He is undoubtedly the same who is men¬ 
tioned in Osborne's Memorials of King James ; And if common 
fame did not outstrip truth. King Janies was by feareled into this 
extreme: Fimling his son Henry not only averse to any popish 
match, but saluted by the Puritans as one prefii^uied in the Apo¬ 
calypse for Rome's deslractlon. And to parallel this, one BalB a 
tailor, was inspired with a like lunacy, though something more 
chargeable; for not only he, but Ramsay, his majesties watch¬ 
maker, put out mony and clocks, to be paid (but with small ad¬ 
vantage, considering the improbability) w'licn King Janies should 
^ be crowned in the Pope*S chair," 

Syinpson confounds Ball with Banks, and with the juggling cap¬ 
tain mentioned above, supposing them all one identical person. 

? ... with a mortar on's head.] One class of presidents in the 

parliament of Paris were styled presidents d mot tiert from a cap 
they wore resembling in shape a mortar. .This cap, as a mark of 
dignity and gravity, was adopted by pretended conjurers; it is the 
cap always worn on our stage by Doctor Faustus* and the conjurer 
in the Wives* Metamorphoses,—ibTatfon, 
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my mind runs so much of hanging, landing a€ 
Wapping.* 


SCENE III. 


^ Room in Alberto’s House. 


^ Enter Mariana. 

Mar, This well may be a day of joy long-wish’d 
for 

To my Clarissa; she is innocent, 

Nor can her youth but with an open bosom 
Meet Hymen’s pleasing bounties : ilut to nfe. 
That am environ’d with black guilt and horror, 

It does appear a funeral Though promising much 

• My mind runs so much ^hanging, landing at Wapping.] Pi¬ 
rates and other nautical delinquents were anciently hanged at 
Wapping. 

9 It does appear a funeral; though promising much 
In the conetption were hard to manage. 

But sad in the A whole line seems to have been lost 

here; the intention uf the passage may be easily gathered ; Her 
scheme, which promised much in the conception, proved bard to 
manage, and sad in the event.^^ I shall not ventuie my conjecture 
into the text, but propose it as the best that jet occurs: 

It does appear a funeral. My design, 

Though promising much in the conception, 

Was tar too hard to manage, and doth prove 
BiU sad in the event : It was not hate, 4 c.-—Seward, 

That the words lost were disposed in this manner is a most 
improbable supposition. That one entiie line, or two heroistichs, 
were omitted at the press, is, however, by no means unlikely. 
Mason would restore ^e sense by altering in this manner: 
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In the conception -.- 

.were hard to manage, 

Rut sad in the event. It was not hate, 

But fond indulgence in me, to preserve. 

Ce'sario’s tbrealen’d life, in open court 

That forced me to disclaim him, choosing rather 

To rob him of his birtli-right, and honour, 

Than suffer him to run the hazard of 
Enraged Baptista’s fury : While he lives, 

I know I have a son ; and the duke’s sentence 
A while deluded, and this tempest over. 

When he assures himself despair hath seized him, 
I can relieve and raise him. {Knocks Speak, 

who is it 

That presses on my privacies ?— 

Enter Baptista. 

Sir, your pardon! 

You cannot come unwelcome, though it were 
To read my secret thoughts, 

Bapt. Lady, to you 

Mine shall be ever open : Lady, said T ? 

That name keeps too much distance ! sister rather 
I should have styled you; and I now may claim it, 
Since our divided families are made one 
By this bless’d marriage; to whose honour come. 

—— Though promising much 

In the conception, it was haid to manage, 

But sad in the c\ent. 

This is very stifHy e.\pressecl, and the same objection may be 
made against it as against Seward’s. In despair ot making an^ 
sense of the passage as it stands, and as Mason’s reading is cer¬ 
tainly almost as complete nonsense us that of the old books, I ba\e 
marked tiio hcmistichs as lost, which I shall not attempt to 
supply. . 
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The <liike in person, waited on by all 
The br«ivcncs of his couit, to witness it, 

And then to be our "iicsts. Is the bride ready 
To meet and entertain him ? 

Mav, She attends 
The coming of your son. 

Bajil, Pray >ou bring her foith. 

The duke’s at hand : Ai'usic, in her loud voice, 
iSpc iks his arrival. 

Mar, She’s picparcd to meet it. {EaU. 

Enter Mari aka, Clarissa led by txm Mauls ; at 
the other door, Bapii'sta wce/s' Men tivoll 
led by tiiO Courtier ^ ; the Diihc^ Bishop, and di- 
vers Attendants, A Song, ichdst they satiite, 

Duke, It were impertinent to wish you joy. 
Since all joys dwell about you : Hymen’s tc^cli 
Was never lighted with a luckier omen. 

Nor burnt with so much splendour. I'o defer 
A\"ith fruitless coiiiplimcnt the means to make 
Your certain pleasures lawful to the world, 
(Since in the union of your hearts they are 
Confirm’d already) would but argue us 
A boaster of our favours : To the temple ! 

And there the sacred knot once tied, all tiiumphs 
Our dukedom can atford shall grace your nuptials. 

Enter Alberto and Cesauio. 

Bapt. On theie ! 

A lent. 1 hope it is not in the power 
Of any to cjoss us now. 

Alb, But, in the breath 
Of a wrong'd father, I forbid the bans ! 

Ces, What, do }ou stand at gaze 
Bapt, Risen fiom the dead } 
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Mar* Although the sea had vomited up the 
figure 

In which thy better part lived long imprison’d. 
True love, despising fear, runs thus to meet it. 
i2lar. In duty I kneel to it. [Kneels, 

Alb, Hence, vile wretches ! 

To you I am a substance incorporeal, 

And not to be profaned with your vile touch. 
That could so soon forget me; but such things 
Are neither worth my anger nor reproof.— 

To you, great sir, 1 turn myself, and these 
Immediate ministers of your government ; 

And if in my rude language I transgress. 

Ascribe it to the cold lemembrance of 
My services, and not my rugged temper! 

Duke, Speak freely; be thy language ne’er so 
bitter, 

To thee safe, Alberto, signs thy pardon. 

Alb, My pardon ^ I can need none, if it be not 
Received for an offence ; I tamely bear 
Wrongs, which a slave-born Muscovite would 
check at. 

Why, if for treason I had been delivered 
Up to the hangman s axe, and this dead trunk, 
Unworthy of a Christian sepulchre, 

Exposed a prey to feed the ravenous vulture, 

The memory of the much 1 oft did for you, 

(Had you but any touch of gratitude. 

Or thought of my deservings) would have stopp’d 
you 

From these ui]just proceedings. 

• Duke, Hear the motives, 

That did induce us. 

Aib. I have heaid them all; 

Your highness’ sentence, the whole court abused. 
By the perjuries and practice of this woman; 
(Weepest thou, crocodile.?) my hopeful son. 
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Whom I dare swear mine own, degraded of 
The honours that descend to him from me; 

And from that, in his love scorn’d by a creature 
Whose base birth, though made eminent by her 
beaiitv, V, 

Might well have mark’d her out Cesario’s servant! 
All this I could have pardon’d and forgot; 

But that my daughter, with my whole estate 
(So hardly purchased) is assigned a dower, 

To one whose father and whose family 
I so detest that I would lose my essence, 

And be transformed to a basilisk 
To look them dead, to me’s an injury 
Admits no satisfaction! 

Bapt, There’s none offered. 

Alb, Nor would it be accepted, though upon 
Thy knees ’twerc tendered. 

Mar, Now the storm grows high. 

Bapt, But that I thought thee dead, and uTthy 
death 

The briny ocean had entomb’d thy name, 

I would have sought a wife in a bordello 
For my Mentivolc, and gladly hugg’d 
Her spurious issue as my lawful nephews,’ 

Before his blood should e’er have mix*d with thine; 
So much I scorn it. 

Alb, ni not bandy words; 

But thus dissolve the contract. \Parts them, 
Bapt, There I meet thee; 

And seize on what’s mine own. . 

Alb, for all my service, 

Great sir, grant me the combat with thiswrretCh, 
That I may scourge his insolence ! 


» nephews.] The word nephews here raeana grand¬ 

children, a literal translation of the Latin nrpefw.—Mason. 
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, l^apt, I kneel for it, 

Ces. And to approve myself Alberto’s son, 
ril be his second upon any odds, 

’Gainst him that dare most of Daptista’s race. 

Merits Already, upon honourable terms, 

In me thou hast met thy better; for her sake 
ril add no more. 

Sir, let our swOrds decide it! 

Oh, stay, sir; and as you would hold the 
title 

Of a just prince, ere you grant licence to 
These madmens’ fury, lend \our piivate ear 
To the most distress’d of women ! 

Duke. Speak ; ’tis granted. 

[He takes Mart an a aside. 

Clav. In the mean time, let not Clarissa be 
A patient looker-on ! Though as yet doubtful 
.« \_Kneeh\ 

To whom to bend her knee first, yet to all 
I stoop thus low in duty, and wouUl wash 
The dust of fury with iny virgin tears, 

From his bless’d feet,* and make them beautiful, 
That would move to conditions of peace, 

Though with a snail-like pace ; they all are wing’d 
To bear you to destruction ! Reverend sirs. 
Think on your ancient friendship, cemented 
With so much blood*, but shed in*noblc action, 
Divided now in passion for a brawl 
The makers blusn to own ! Much-loved Cesario, 
Brother, or friend, (each title may prevail) 
Remember with what tenderness from our child- 
• hood 

* I'rom his hless*dfeety and male them beautiful^ 4-f.] The linage 
of this line beems built on a pas-iave in Scriptuie : “ How beauttjul 
aic the jeet o\ him that biiiigeth glad tidings!” The similaiity 
oicijncsswiit as well ab benliraent, btrongl)' denotes imitation.— 

r.d. 1778. 
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We loved together, you preferring me 
Ilefore yourself, and I so fond of you 
That it begot suspicion in ill minds, 

That our affection was incestuous : 

Think of that happy time, in which I know 
That with your dearest blood you had prevented 
This shower of tears from me ! Men tivole, 

My husband, register'd inthat blight star-chamber, 
1 iiougli now on earth made strangers, be the ex¬ 
ample ’ 

And oflcr in one hand the peaceful olive 
Of concord ; or, if that can be denied, 

Jiy powerful intercession, in the other 
Cany the Ilermiaii rod, and force atonement! 

Nay, we will not be all maiblc death’s the woist 
then, [0/fers to kill Itcrsel/l 

And he shall be my bridegroom. 

Hold, Clarissa ! 

This loving violence [J] needs must ofter : 

In spite of honoui^-- 

[lie snatches au uij her knife y and sets it to his 
oum breast; she stays his haiuL 
Dale. Was it to that end then ? 

On your religion - 

Mar. And my hope in heaven, sir! 

Duke. We then will leave entreaties, and make 
use 


* Now "ue •xill tiu hj atl marhlt.'] I should stiike out the woid 
iiOtL at the bciiiiiniiiq;, as injuiious b>lli tci senstr and metre; oi^ 
pi!haps we bhould u‘ad nay insteua ot it.— Maion. 

Some amendment seems u-quisite; but 1 piefci the v iriation to 
the omission oi the first woid, as it is unukeb tu have been foisted 
111 at the pres!). 

* Ment. Jloldf Cldiiaaf his/oti/iv uolenu needs must 

in ipitc oj hon»m.\ loimer editions.—< 5 ie&>a;d. 
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, 0 / our authority,—Must I cry aim* 

To this uiiheard-of insolence ? in my presence 
To draw your swords, and, as all reverence 
That’s due to majesty were forfeited, 

Cherish this wildness ? Sheathe them instantly, 
And shew an alteration in your looks; 

^Or, by my power- 

Cut off my head ! 

Bapt, And mine! 

Rather than hear of peace with this bad man, 

I’ll not alone give up my throat, but suffer 
Your rage to reach my family. 

Alb. And my name 
To be no more remember’d. 

Enter Prospero, Juliana, and Bianca in brave 

Apparel, 

Duke, What are these ? 

Ces. Bianca ? ’tis Bianca, still Bianca I 
But strangely alter’d. 

Bapt. If that thirteen years 
Of absence could raze from my memory 
The figure of my friend, I might forget thee; 

But if thy image be graven on my heart, 

Thou art my Prospero. 

Pros. Thou my Baptista. 

Duke. A sudden change ! 

Bapt. 1 dare not ask, dear friend, 

If Juliana live ; for that’s a blessing 
I am unworthy of I but yet deny not 
To let me know the place she hath made happy, 
By having there her sepulchre. 


s Must I crjf aiin.] It has been before observed (vol. V. p. 
114) that atm was a woid of encouragement from the by-standers 
at the exercise of archery. 
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Pros. If your highness 
Please to vouchsafe a patient ear. 

We shall make a true relation of a story 
That shall call on your wonder. 

Diikt. Speak; we hear you. 

Pros, Baptista s fortune in the Genoa court, 
His banishment, with his fair wife's restraint, 
You are acquainted with; what since hath fol¬ 
lowed 

I faithfully wdl deliver. Ere eight moons 
After Baptista's absence were complete. 

Fair Juliana found the pleasures, that 
They had enjoyed together, were not barren, 

And, blushing at the burden of her womb, 

No father near to own it, it drew on 
A violent sickness, which call’d down compassion 
From the angry duke; then, careful of her health, 
Ph^-sicians vvcie inquiied of, and their judg ment^ 
Pi escribed the baths of Lucca as a means 
Foi her recovery : To my charge it jileased her 
To be committed ; but as on the way 
^Vcjournied, those throes, only known to women. 
Came thick upon her: In a piivate village- 

Bupi. She died ? 

Ptos, Have patience!—she brought to the world 
A hopeful daughtei: For her body’s sickness, 

It soon'deca} ed; but the grief of her mind 
Hourly incicased, and life grew tedious to her; 
And, despeiate e’er to see }ou, she enjoined me 
To place her 111 a Greekish monastery, 

A'.d to my care gave up her pretty daughter. 

Bapt. What monastery? as a pilgrim barcrfodt;. 
I’ll search it out. 

Pros. Play you interrupt me not. 

Now to my foitunes ! The girl well disposed of 
M ith a faithful fiiend of mine, my cruel fate 
Made me a prisoner to the Turkish gallies, 
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Where for twelve years these hands tugg’d at tlie 
oar; 

Ihit Fortune tired at lengtli with my afflictions, 
•Some ships of Malta met the Ottoman fleet, 
Ciiargcd them, and boaided them, and gave me 
freedom. 

With my deliverer^ I served, and got 
* Snell rei)utation with the Great-Master, 

That lie gave me command over a tall 
And UisU ship, where my first happy service 
M'as to redeem Alberto, rumour'd dead, 

But was, like me, surprised by Cortiigogli.* 
jUb. I would I had died there! 

Pros, And from him learning 
Baptista lived, and their dissolved friendship, 

I hois'd up sails for Greece, found Juliana 
A votary at her bearls : Having made known 
Btitb that you lived, and where you were, she 
borrowed 

So much from her devotion, as to wish me 
To bring her to you. If the object please you, 
With joy receive her! 

Bapi. Rage and fury, leave me ! 

[Tht'owa azeap bis su ord and embraces her, 
I am so full of happiness, there’s no room left 
To entertain you.—Oh, my long-lost jewel, 

Light of mine eyes, my soul’s strength ! 

JdU JVly best lord ! 

Havingcmbrace^iyoii thus, death cannot frightme. 
Bapt, Live long to do so ! though I should fix 
here, 

•Pardon me, Prospero,’ though I inquire 


^ Cortugogfi.'] Probiibly some noted TuikUh pirate of tlic time. 
^ Pardon mc^ Prosperot though I inquire.l Seward reads, 

J3ut pardon w/e, though of Piospero I inquire ; 
but the alteration is a most impel tinent one, after the pointing I’t 

7 
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IMv flaiisihtcr’s fortune ! 

Pi 'OS. That your happiness 
May be at all parts perfect, here she is ! 

Ces, Bianca daughter to a princess ? 

't'os. True. 

With my faithful Host I left her, and with him 
Till now she hath resided, ignorant 
Both of her birth and greatness. 

Lapt. f)h, my blest one ! 

Joy upon joy o’erwhehns me ! 

Duke. Above wonder! 

Alb. I do begin to melt too; this strange story 
Woiks much upon me. 

Duke. Since it hath j)leased Heaven 
To urace us with this miracle. I that am 
Heaven's instrument here, determine thus: Al¬ 
berto, 

Be not unthankful for tlie ble-isings shewn y qiu^ 
Nor you, Baptista ! Discord was }et never 
A welcome sacrifice; theiefore, lage laid by, 
Embrace as fiiends, and let pass'd ditVcreiice 
Be as a dream forgotten ! 

Bapi. "I'is to me. 

Alb. And me; I thus confirm it. \71uy embrace. 
Duke. And to tic it 

In bonds not to be broken, with the marriage 
Of young iMentivole and fairClaiissa, 

So you consent, great lady, }our Bianca 
Shall call Cesario husband. 

Jill. Tis a 11 ; >tiou 
I gladly yield to. 

C)ne ill which yon make 

A sad man happy. [OJers to kneel. 

llic picceding line hud bee'll spo 'cil. A> Mason propcily explains, 
Ih'ptiaa nicaiii to spy,—-“ Timujli I ought to lisixe brni i>atishi‘d 
Milli hn\ing rccoM’ied iny wife*, jaidon iiic ti J iiKpiiru »uy daugh- 
ifi’** lorlune." 
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, ‘Sian. Kneel not! all forgiven. 

Duke. With the duke your uncle I will make 
atonement, 

And will have no denial. 

Mar. Let this day 
Be still held sacred 1 

JSnter Host, Forobosco, and Clown, hound and 
guarded by Officers., 

Host. Now if you can conjure, 

Let the devil unbind you. 

For. We are both undone ! 

Clatvn. Already we feel it. 

Host. Justice, sir! 

Duke, What are they ? 

Pros, I can resolve you; slaves freed from the 
„ - gallies 
By the viceroy of Sicilia. 

Duke. What’s their offence ^ 

Host. The robbing me of all my plate and jewels; 

I mean, the attempting of it. 

Clown. Please your grace, I will now discover 
this varlet in earnest; this honest pestilent rogue 
professed the art of conjuring; but all the skill 
that ever he had in the black art, was in making 
a sea-coal fire ;* only with wearing strange shapes 
he begot admiration ’mongst fools and women. 
For. Wilt thou peach, thou varlet ? 

Duke. Why does he goggle with his eyes, and 
stalk so ? 

Ckfwn, This is one of his magical raptures. 

‘ A sea-coal Jirei\ It has been already observed, that sea*coal 
was a fuel which was reputed very unwholesome, and the use ol 
which was confined to the lower order. 
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Fot'y I do vilify• your censure! You dematylj"if ^ 
I am s^uilty ; whir—says my cloak, by a trick '(X 
legerdemain ! Now I am not guilty ; I am guarded 
with innocence,* pure silver lace, I assure you. . 

ClcTun, Thus have 1 icad to you your virtues# 
which, notwithstanding, I would not have you 
proud of. 

For. Out, thou concealment of tallow, and 
counterfeit mummy! 

Duke. To the gallies with them both ! 

Cloion. The only sea-physic for a knave, is to 
be basted in a galley, with the oil of a bull’s 
pkzle. 

For. And will not you make a sour face at the 
same sauce, siirah? I hope to find thee so lean in 
one fortnight, thou mayst be drawn by the ears 
through the hoop of a fiikin. 

Duhe. Divide them, and away with them to^ 
the gallies! 

Churn. This will take down your pride, juggler. 

[ITita/ are taken oJ)\ 

Duke. This day, 

That hath given birth to blessings beyond hope, 
Ailmits no criminal sentence. To the temple. 

And there with humbleness praise Heaven’s boun¬ 
ties ! 

For blessings ne’er descend from thence, but when 
A sacrifice in thanks ascends from men. [Ea'eunt, 


® I. e. JIM f hap .—I ii. 1778. 

* f«/« giiaided ’uiih tnnoceiHc^ ] we silver lace^ I (usure you^ 
This IS a puii upon fhe old signification of guarded, viz, fringed. 
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